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Dedication 


This book is for Robert Kirk (July 22, 1947—-December 22, 1991), 
who published his erotic art under the name of Cirby and was 
known to most of us in the San Francisco leather community as 
Daddy Cirby. 

I met Cirby at the Living in Leather V conference held in 
Portland, Oregon, in 1990. He had scandalized some of the more 
straitlaced leathermen by talking about being a daddy who had 
boy-boys, girl-girls, boy-girls, and girl-boys. He told an interesting 
story about having a boy who became mute during play, and their 
negotiation that the boy try to at least whisper “Daddy” toward the 
end of their scene because, as Cirby said, “That’s what it takes to 
make my dick get hard.” He was also unusually forthcoming and 
comfortable with discussing his own needs to be a little person and 
receive care. 

Later on at that conference, I saw Cirby playing with a vacuum 
pump. His already-formidable nipples were distended to the size of 
baby-bottle nipples, and the sight was making him laugh his ass off. 
“Can you fuckin’ believe that?” he said. “It makes me want to bite 
you,” I replied. “Well, what are you waiting for, an engraved 
invitation?” he snapped. Chastened, I hurried to oblige him. I’m 
sorry that’s as close as we ever got. 

Although Cirby was undoubtedly a gay man, he was of that 
pre-AIDS generation of man-lovers who had so immersed them- 
selves in hordes of male flesh that having a girl or two about didn’t 
generate any panic about his sexual identity. Cirby had seen too 
much to be judgmental about other people’s gender issues or sexual 
preferences. Whenever he spoke about sexuality, he was gentle, 
accepting, and full of completely twisted enthusiasm. 

Cirby’s deliciously bawdy drawings of boys with outrageously 
out-of-proportion hands, feet, dicks, and nipples appeared in Drum- 
mer, Mach, Stroke, and several other magazines. He also exhibited 
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his artwork at Living in Leather and QSM. He was one of the 
earliest members of the Trusted Servants, a clean-and-sober leather 
club in the Bay Area. Early on in my sobriety, he gave me a lot of 
hope that getting clean did not mean giving up sex. To me and many 
others who knew him much better, he was a lighthouse, a source of 
comfort and steadiness, and a model of courage and dignity in the 
face of death. 

Cirby will always remain my personal standard for what it means 
to be a good daddy. 
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Introduction 
by Dat Califia 


“Read me a story, Daddy.” 

Oh, I think I can manage that ... just take your pick. In between 
these covers you will be able to find just about any kind of daddy 
your heart desires. There’s a biological father whose gay son shows 
him that there’s more to sex than procreation; a leather daddy who 
gets flipped by a cross-dressing femme; a slightly older gay man who 
lets the personals lead him into hard-dicked daddyhood; a submis- 
sive daddy who gives it up for his beautiful drag-queen daughter; 
dyke daddies who are both nurturing and mean; a daddy who has 
to get some help to convince his head-tripping boy to give it up for 
real; a vicious real-life daddy whose memory fuels a dominatrix’s 
authority; a clerically collared father; a bondage-and-sensory-depri- 
vation daddy; a daddy whose libido is big enough for him to take 
on a brother for his boy; a straight stepfather who diapers his wife; 
a pimp daddy who makes sure his stripper-boy puts his tips to good 
use as college tuition; and more. 

Doing It for Daddy is a twisty, fast ride on the roller coaster of 
polymorphous perverse, gender-fucking, role-playing fantasex. Bet 
you'll try to get off more than once. Sometimes when you least expect 
it. Perhaps you'd better strap yourself down, just as a safety precau- 
tion. Oh, and don’t make any assumptions about the “real” sex or 
sexual orientation of any of the authors of these stories. Just grab the 
lube, let your libido stop apologizing, and loosen up that elbow. 

Aw, jeez. Did a book like this really have to hit print right now? 
I mean, Judith Reisman is on CNN reading excerpts from Macho 
Sluts, and the New Christian Right is picketing libraries that carry 
Heather Has Two Mommies, and Canadian Customs is so paranoid 
about buggery in print they’re confiscating Hot, Hotter, Hottest, a 
cookbook about the tantric joys of jalapefio peppers. Aren’t we 
playing right into their hands? Can’t we just ... lay low about this 
stuff for a while? 
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I don’t think so. There’s just no way to placate the anti-sex 
fanatics. For heaven’s sake, these people went ballistic over Daddy’s 
Roommate. You can’t get much more wholesome than that. Much as 
I want the affirmative, gay-positive children’s books in the Alyson 
Wonderland series to be available, I don’t think we can protect them 
by not writing about adult sexuality in all its baffling diversity. The 
homophobes do not stop hating us when we go mainstream. Even 
if every single gay man and lesbian in America was in a long-term, 
monogamous, committed relationship; had eighteen children; never 
read anything racier than the Bible Digest and Pork Belly Futures 
Quarterly; voted Republican; and was enlisted in the army, they 
would still want to push us into the ocean. The politics of appease- 
ment simply doesn’t work. Books like this one in fact make the rest 
of gay literature safer because they push the edges and enlarge the 
territory of what can be said, thought about, and done. 

Granted, this is a bad time to be a father figure. The benevolent, 
all-knowing patresfamilias of the 1950s have been replaced in the 
media by brutal, uncaring monsters who batter their wives and 
Sexually abuse their children. Leave It to Beaver has been reduced to 
ashes by The Burning Bed. The word “daddy” in the title of a 
television program or movie used to be associated with comedy or 
a heartwarming morality tale. Now it has an ominous ring. The 
pomo viewer is notified that he or she is about to witness terrible, 
shocking things (which have sadly lost their power to surprise or 
shock anybody because of media overexposure). The word “father” 
has become virtually synonymous with “sex offender.” 

It was time to end decades of silence about domestic violence, of 
Course, but the public discourse on incest and spousal abuse has 
reached a moronic level. Feminist analysis has suffered a similar 
dumbing-down. Yes, we live in a male-dominated society. But when 
ender is the only cause we can identify for assaults on a mate or 
child, we have in fact explained very little. Certainly no way out of 
the jungle of family-based mayhem has been cleared. If sexism is the 
Primary cause of these ills, why do some men refrain from terroriz- 
ing their mates or offspring? And why do some women batter their 
husbands and maim, even kill, their own children? 

If we can believe the evening news and the daily papers, the only 
alternative to dime-store feminism seems to be dime-store psychol- 
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. Onl ople do these things. Domestic violence is an 
Beccsion Reel sit But if we believe these horrific acts are 
the work of isolated, damaged people suffering from a rare mental 
disorder, we cannot account for the fact that domestic violence is 
pandemic. This psychodynamic explanation also obviates the possi- 
bility of critiquing the structure of the patriarchal family, much less 

It. 

Uncovering the sources of human destructiveness is beyond the 
scope of this introduction or this book. But the topic has to be 
broached, because it will be used to justify banning this book. Isn’t 
Doing It for Daddy romanticizing incest? How can anybody find this 
material arousing when real incest is so traumatic, damaging its 
victims psychologically for life? 

Though it pains me to state the obvious, I will do so for the 
record. This book does not advocate incest. It does not advocate 
child abuse. It is not about rationalizing or justifying nonconsensual 
sex between adults and minors. It is about sexual fantasies and erotic 
games played between consenting adults. Why do these scenarios 
make some of us hard or wet or both? Are they just toxic waste from 
growing up in the heterosexual nuclear family? Or do they represent 
our attempt to acknowledge the hidden eroticism that binds family 
members together? 

As adults, I think we sometimes need to retreat to a semblance of 
childhood to fill in the blanks and receive some of the unconditional 
love and sexual validation we never received when we were literally 
dependent upon our parents. As horrible as child abuse is, even 
more children are damaged by their parents’ ignorance or panic 
about sex. Most parents still punish or shame their children for 
masturbating or asking questions about their own anatomy or 
human reproduction. Even heterosexual adolescents usually don’t 
get support for making good choices about when to become sexually 
active or how to protect themselves from conception or sexually 
transmitted diseases. Getting any advice about proper sexual tech- 
nique is out of the question. No wonder losing your virginity is 
usually a traumatic and awkward anticlimax. 

All of us come to adulthood with deficits and wounds from these 
histories of repression. Daddy-boy and daddy-girl fantasies are 
about unfinished business; about integrating the vulnerable child-self 
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with the adult ego and libido; and about receiving what we truly 
need from our partners and caretakers. 

Most of us grew up with distant, harassed, overworked, tempera- 
mental fathers who did not know how to cry, ask for help, physically 
show affection, or express their love for us out loud. If we had 
fathers who managed to provide adequately for our material needs, 
we were lucky. Mothers are usually capable of the appearance of 
more intimacy, and they tend to verbalize more affection. But 
mother love always comes with strings attached: be good, don’t 
embarrass me, take my side against your father, do what I say, 
accept my goals for you. We all subconsciously knew this apparent 
dichotomy between lovey-dovey Mom and cold, distant, dangerous 
Dad couldn’t be the whole story. If Dad was such a bastard, why did 
Mom stay with him? What was the secret of his power, his attrac- 
tiveness? If he didn’t love us, why did he keep disappearing every 
day to do a job that was so exhausting and demanding? The older 
we got, the more Mom started looking like a child herself, staying 
home to bake all those damn cookies while Dad dealt with the real 
world. For most of us, becoming an adult (whether we are male or 
female) means choosing Dad instead of Mom, the world instead of 
the home, action and ambition over attachment and intimacy. 

Or maybe Dad wasn’t there. Maybe we grew up ina single-parent 
household, with a mother who had to work for a living as well as try 
to raise us. Ironically, the child of a fatherless family may have an 
even more intense relationship with Daddy than one who doesn’t 
have to rely on fantasy and guesswork to create a symbolic sire. We 
love (hate) our daddies, yes we do, even when we don’t have a clue 
who the old man was. How could all this rich, potentially explosive 
material escape being eroticized? Why is it more valid to pay a shrink 
$200 an hour to lead you through the minefield when you can put 
your lover in a three-piece suit for a lot less money and get several 
orgasms as well as a suitcase full of insight? I believe sexual ennui is 
often the result of locking our lips when our hearts and crotches are 
telling us to say something forbidden, whether that’s “Hurt me” or 
“You bitch” or “Fuck me harder, Daddy!” Even in an age of artificial 
insemination, adoption, and divorce, Daddy will never be obsolete. 

I suspect this is because we cannot function as whole and healthy 
human beings without the masculine virtues. I am not saying that 
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masculinity should be the exclusive province of biological males or 
that females should be relegated to feminin e mannerisms and occu- 
pations. But I am dubious about the prescription of androgyny as 
solution for inequality between the sexes or a recipe for sexu 
gratification. Men and women are different. Those differences are 
controversial and difficult to quantify, but that does not mean they 
are trivial. Masculinity is a valuable part of our human heritage, part 
of the reason we survived and flourished as a species. We have 
reached a stage of material well-being and leisure, with a level of 
medical technology and social-science sophistication that gives us the 
luxury of contemplating our nature and changing it. The second- 
place, limited role allocated to women is being expanded and women 
are being empowered at a breathtaking clip. But the demonization 
of men has been an ugly counterpart to the liberation of women. Is 
there nothing in masculinity that we should salvage? 

As a butch dyke, my relationship to this question is an uneasy 
one. It would be simplistic to see me only as a competitor with 
straight men. For one thing, our sexual object choices are very 
different. I would much rather have sex with another butch dyke 
than a straight girl. But it would also be wrong to say there is no 
connection at all between butch identity and manhood. For one 
thing, you do not receive either status by default. You have to want 
it, and you have to struggle for it. Your success or failure is judged 
rather harshly by a jury of your peers, but even if every other butch 
or man in your social circle thinks you have passed the test, a 
contemptuous remark from the woman you desire can send you 
back to remedial masculinity classes. Also, butches are judged by the 
extent to which we do “men’s work”: put up a shelf, change the oil 
in the car, initiate a sexual encounter, pick up heavy things, admin- 
ister first aid, make our partners come, knot a tie, put snow chains 
on the tires, talk to repairmen, and defend the people we love against 
verbal or physical attacks. 

I suggest that violence and oppression are the evidence of failed 
masculinity; of insecurity, not domination or victory. The essence 
of masculinity is the choice to be gentle even when one is stronger 
than others; to care for one’s dependents and nurture the young; to 
devise rites of passage and train our charges to pass through them 
successfully; to help those who are in trouble; to work hard and 
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perform well; to provide food even in a time of scarcity; to deal with 
problems or emergencies in a courageous and effective manner; to 
mount a defense and, if necessary, get hurt or even die in the process 
of protecting the people who are depending upon and helping you. 
As the state abrogates the right to protect private property and 
jobs that require big muscles grow scarce, masculinity is being 
connected more and more to sexual responsibility. A sexual encoun- 
ter, whether it’s between two men, two women, or a man and a 
woman, is rarely a simple matter of a powerful aggressor swooping 
down upon a piece of cute, but helpless, prey. There’s a dance 
involved in which two different types of power engage, repel, and 
eventually entwine with one another. The initiator may look more 
powerful, but in a consensual encounter, the one who is pursued has 
their own ability to control what is happening. The simple power to 
reject a suitor is not inconsiderable. Nor is the power to draw 
attention, to create sexual interest and arousal, and to promise 
fulfillment. But somebody has to wander over and say, “Do you 
come here often?” before anything can happen. Masculinity is the 
spark plug of sexuality, and this may be the key to its survival, even 
in a world of complete gender equality. Masculinity will always be 
part of the territory of human desire and intimacy. 
So, instead of proving that sexism is intransigent and misogyny is 
a terminal illness of our sick society, the big daddies in these stories 
may simply be evidence that butchness has been detached from 
heterosexuality and even the male gender. Masculinity has become 
a code of honor and a sexual fetish. Like the top—bottom roles of S/M 
sex or the butch-femme roles of the vanilla lesbian community, 
daddy-boy and daddy-girl have become polarized fantasy roles that 
make sex more intense. It’s no surprise that so many boys whose 
fathers harassed or beat them for being cocksuckers have turned the 
tables on that mean old man and found reassurance, comfort, and a 
lot of come in the furry arms of masculine queer men they call 
Daddy. Dear old Dad the fagbasher has become a big old cocksucker 
himself. As grownup dykes, little girls whose fathers rejected them 
when they wouldn’t grow out of that awkward tomboy phase get to 
reconnect and plug back into the unconditional love they got when 
it was okay to go fishing or fix the tractor with Daddy. These are by 
no means the only childhood scripts that lead us to want Daddy to 
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in hi i ce. There are as many scripts as there 
sod “pls” Danes important is that people are being 
Pcl pleasured, and bonding with one another. eo 
7 The family remains primal, despite its ee set : ee 
i happen to a child is exile from the ; 
petal oe oo et te punishment that too many fad 
ae lesbians, and other sexual outlaws are given for making " 
difference public. Outcasts (whether they are ae sae i “a 
_ or queers) try to find new ways to? 
en Breaks of obligation and affiliation that tie 
the family, and thus find a place where they belong. Jeet 
mommy) fantasies are one way to make a new, nonbiologi 4 
within the subculture of self-aware pervs. Somebody who says, ‘ 
am Daddy Irwin’s boy” is not advertising regression OF orl 
bility; he is telling you that he has an established role in the wor ; 
he chose over his birth-family. It is a statement of pride; a badge o 
ale this introduction, daddy-boy and daddy-girl role-play- 
ing were compared to top-bottom roles in the leather community. 
In fact, Daddy has gotten to be so popular that he threatens to eclipse 
Master as an honorific for the one who is (usually) running the fuck. 
I believe this has happened because daddy-boy and daddy-girl 
role-playing meets needs that S/M roles are less likely to satisfy. As 
the leather community got more media coverage In the late 1980s, 
many people were drawn to it because it was a place where people 
talked about sex a lot and pursued pleasure in a conscious, deliberate 
fashion. There was permission to explore new things and act out 
your fantasies. But some of those folks discovered that, although 
they were pervs, they weren’t necessarily sadomasochists. Daddy 
fantasies sometimes function as a kind of S/M-lite. A daddy is more 
accessible, flexible, and loving than a master or a sadist. A daddy- 
boy or daddy-girl scene is also more likely to include genital sex 
than an S/M scene. And there is less codification of the daddy role. 
A t-shirt that says “Even daddies need a daddy” makes instant sense 
to anyone, but a t-shirt that says “Even masters need a master” (no 
matter how true) would be off-putting. 
Finally, because no book about sex can ignore AIDS, I want to 
touch on yet another reason that Daddy has become a sexual icon 
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of intriguing proportions. One of the most terrible things this disease 
has done is threaten to sever the connection between generations of 
gay men. The bathhouse culture of the 1970s has been scapegoated 
for AIDS, as if a malignant virus sprang out of a bottle of poppers to 
punish all those handsome young men for being too preoccupied 
with carnality, too obsessed with multiplying their sexual possibili- 
ties, partners, and sensations. Most of the men who could have 
explained firsthand what was important about the world of back- 
room bars, steam rooms, baths, docks, alleys, truck stops, and meat 
racks were among the first victims of the epidemic. Many of the 
people who survived or avoided infection were terribly guilty about 
their abandoned behavior or had always hated the part of gay-male 
culture that facilitated sexual experimentation and promiscuity. For 
most of the 1990s, it was anathema to defend the baths or mourn for 
the unprecedented queer freedom, brotherhood, kindness, affirma- 
tion, and care that many, many men found there. 

Fortunately, now there is a generation of younger gay men coming 
out who are curious about that part of their history. Many of them 
have never been to able to attend so much as a J/O party because the 
institutions that made group sex or casual sex available don’t exist 
anymore. There is a new willingness to ask whether we should have 
been in such a hurry to let city health departments close the baths and 
a new willingness to place the blame for AIDS where it belongs — on 
a virus, not on a lifestyle; on unsafe sex, not on a surfeit of tricks. 

Daddy-boy relationships come out of a deep need to mend the 
fragile connection between older and younger gay men. They are 
one aspect of a healthy and vital desire to pass on the stories, 
experiences, sexual skills, and erotic wisdom that the larger society 
would be happy to disown and destroy. Too many young men still 
have to struggle alone with the question What does it mean to love 
or want another man? What kind of person does that make me? 
What will it do to the rest of my life? Daddy-boy relationships are 
a form of mentoring. The older men who are daddies are the new 
sexual heroes of this decade, because they have survived with 
hard-ons, an evil twinkle in their eyes, beards that were made to 
scrape the tender hair off a boy’s round butt, big hands, broad belts, 
and boots that need a proper polishin’. The phrase “Wait till your 
father gets home” has taken on a whole new meaning! 
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T he cock that made me plows my ass. The hands I 
watched carve turkeys on Thanksgiving, turn 
wrenches under the hoods of the family cars, push pens in an office; 
the hands I learned from by example wrap around my dick and balls 
and slide and stroke and squeeze. The eyes that watched me growing 
up look down into mine and they smile. Thirty-four years old and I 
still have a crush on my father. After thirty-four years, I finally know 
why. 
The childhood I had was much like any other: playful and 
painful and hard to remember except for the outstanding stuff. Two 
loving parents. A middle-class home. I always stopped to say good 
night, kissing my mother and shaking my father’s hand on my way 
to bed. I still do, when I visit them. ; 

I was twelve, I guess, the night I caught my dad just stepping out 
of his shower. I hollered into the bathroom to tell him I'd see him in 
the morning. He hollered back to wait, threw the door open, and 
bounded out to shake my hand. He never hugged me, then, and I'd 
never seen him naked. That night I saw muscles I had somehow 
never noticed, in his arms and his thighs and his high, barrel chest. 
I stared at streams of water coursing in rivers through his thick gold 
pelt of body hair. I watched that water sheet down to collect in the 
heavy bush at his crotch and gather and drop from the tip of his 
hefty cock. That night I was embarrassed. Mortified. 

But that night was the night I got hooked. 
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I didn’t talk much in my teens. Maybe nobody does, at that age. 
My politics didn’t match my father’s. I thought my mother worried 
too much. I spent my time avoiding them both. Even so, I watched 
the man, wanting to be like him and wanting to be with him and 
never knowing how to tell him that and wishing I could get him to 
hug me. 

The day I left home for the Navy I finally asked. Demanded, was 
more like it. I stood still in front of him when my mother let me go 
and refused to move until he held me. It didn’t last long. It felt 
awkward, after all that time. I wasn’t sure why until halfway through 
boot camp. I was writing a letter home. A memory surfaced that I 
had suppressed. The only time my father ever hugged me, his cock 
and mine had gone stone fucking hard. 

I blushed in the barracks, but nobody noticed. I gave up the letter 
and took a cold shower. 

Years went by. I grew and matured, learned how to jack off so 
no one would notice and how to do it when I wished they would. 
My chest filled in. My body furred over. I worked on my arms and 
I built up my thighs. I grew a beard: the Navy allowed us to, back 
in those days. I did my time. I left the service. I went home to see 
my old man and my mother. 

I found I had grown to look much like my father. I discovered 
I'd chosen to date men who looked like him, smelled like him, 
sounded like him. Watching his eyes over dinner that first night 
home gave me gooseflesh. The memories of all my man fucks came 
flooding back: all the times I’d called men “Daddy” without under- 
standing why. 

My mother caught me staring. My father asked what was on my 
mind. I told them I loved them and that I was gay. I figured it would 
kill him. I was wrong. 

“You’re my son and I love you,” he told me. My mother was 
quite something else. Histrionics. Accusations. No grandchildren. 

“Sorry, Mom,” I had to tell her, “this isn’t your life. It’s mine.” 
She survived. 

I'd go up to visit and talk about nothing. They’d talk about 
nothing with me. But now, at least everyone hugged. 

I fell in love with a man who tried to kill me. Sad story, but an 
old one. After I left him I went up to see my folks, to be alone with 
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ving ina comfortable old house and try to get myself 
together t nothing. 
a =. <tt One late-night conversation rocked me 
_ sograpsital was asking me questions. Never a very accessible 
man, he wold me he’d had “certain feelings.” I didn’t know what to 
Basically, I said nothing. Basically, so did he. At least nothing I 

say. ; 


"didn’t already know. We hugged. I left. 


ec ech afternoon. My mother was miles away, caring oA 
her mother. My father was alone and so was I. I did not drive well. 
I chain-smoked cigars and drank gallons of coffee. My heart was 
pounding. I got out of the car in the late afternoon, breathing in 
cooling country air, taking in the sight of the deepening sky, finding 
my father exactly where I knew he’d be: standing with one foot up 
ona fence rail, downing a beer and watching his cattle. Some things 
me was asia: I hadn’t called ahead. I was tired and 
nervous as shit. We shook hands and hugged and my cock just 
about broke off. I excused myself and turned away and popped 
my fly open and pissed on a post. Some buddies way tty t 
piss when they’re hard. This was one time I was glad I’m not like 
them. I let loose a stream and listened to it splatter. I sucked my 
cigar butt, breathing its smoke and the smell of my sweat. I looked 
at the bull, all alone in his pasture. I looked at my dad. He was 
et ie turned. I watched his crotch. He rubbed it for an 
instant, but he yanked his hand away. If he’d ever done this shit 
before you sure couldn’t tell it by me. The moves were hot, but 
slightly off. Men who take men on all seem to move in a kind of 
code. Men who just want to come close, but ... no cigar. e 

Ileft my cock dripping and out of my pants. I hooked one thum 
into the top of a pocket. I reached up and pulled my cigar from my 
mouth. I stared into my father’s eyes — older and deeper, but the 
same clear gray as mine — and I talked to him for real for the first 
<a aed me a lot of things,” I said. “I love you for that and I 
love you for you.” He stood and he:stared and he wicked on his beer. 
“But now I think I can teach you a few things, too. 
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He put down the bottle on top of a fence post. He lifted his ca 
by the bill and ran one hand up, back, through his hair. His hair had 
gotten shaggy. He had never cut it often. I noticed for the first time 
that it was thinning, turning gray. He sat the cap back down, shot 
another quick glance at my crotch, and looked away. I stepped up 
close. I pitched the cigar butt. 

“I want a hug.” 

He was awkward. So was I. I somehow got my cock pushed 
down and got my arms around him. I wrapped him up tight and I 
didn’t let go. He sighed at last and held me tight. 

“That’s nice,” I said. He grunted. 

“I don’t know,” he muttered. “Damn. I just don’t know...” 

“I think you do.” 

“No,” he said, and tried to push me back. 

“Yes,” I replied, and held on. He leaned back his head and looked 
straight at my face. 

“You look just like I did, maybe thirty years ago.” 

“I know,” I told him, “and I want now what you wanted then.” 

He didn’t speak, but he stopped resisting. Finally, he said, “I have 
to piss.” I dropped both my hands and I reached for his fly. 

“Go ahead,” I said, unbuttoning him the way I’d unbuttoned 
myself. I reached in and grabbed me a handful of meat. My father’s 
cock. In my hands. Hot and heavy and harder than shit. I grabbed 
at his nuts, too, and pulled the whole mess out. “You can piss, hard. 
If I can I know you can.” I rubbed his cock and mine together. I 
moved in and hugged him again. His sweat smelled like mine. His 
heart thumped a march in his chest. “Come on,” I prodded. “Let 
it go.” 

He stood and he breathed hard and tried to relax. He shuddered 
and started to piss. Hot spurts shot onto my meat. He grunted with 
each one. I rubbed his back. I grabbed his ass. He grabbed hold of 
mine and pulled. He shoved his cock through my legs, and the man 
let fly. 

I heard it behind me, falling on the summer dirt. I brought my 
thighs together. Hot. Wet. Steaming fucking piss soaked into my 

Jeans, down my legs and into my boots. I reached up and stroked 
his head, pulled it down to my shoulder, buried his beard on my 
chest and mine on the back of his neck. He shook again. I think he 
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himself go and he just kept on going. We stood like 


és nN very | time. 
Pe S. Ase up, but he never went soft. He never spoke when 


ide hi d his 
[broke turned to guide him. I put one arm aroun 
ere ystned with ses eto his barn. He left his hard cock 


ing his thighs in time with the crunch of our boots in 
t. So did I. I took him inside. 


s tarp and spread it, sat down on one bale, and swallowed his 
‘My father just stood there and took it. I buried my nose in the 
‘his belly, right up under the front of his belt. I slurped and 
sucked and backed off and dove again. I reached up and opened his 
clothes. When I looked up across his shirt I saw his head thrown 
back and his cap crushed in one of his hands. I took the cap away 
from him. I guided his hands to the back of my head. I worked his 
meat down into my belly. It took some fancy finger work, but I got 
his flannel shirt down off his arms and shoved his white t-shirt up 
into his pits. The belly had gone a little to beer, but the chest seemed 
much broader than ever. Acres of thick golden hair, just like I 


_ remembered. I pulled my face off of his cock just to bury it in that 


mat. I snorted. I sniffed. I slurped and licked. I worked his 
arms up into the air and worked that damned shirt off his back and 
slopped my tongue into his pits before he could think to say no. 

He groaned. He grabbed. He pulled my head back and stared 
into my eyes. He clamped his hand down on my neck and he 
slammed my face back home. This time I think I sobbed. I know I 
slobbered and sucked up his smell. 
I can’t remember how we got out of our clothes. I just know it 
happened. I found myself standing there, buck fucking naked, 
barefoot in barn dust, hairy chest to hairy chest with the man who 
Made me what I am, my hands trapped up in the hair on his back, 
his hands mashing prints into the cheeks of my butt, and staring 
Once more into his eyes. I stuck out my tongue and licked something 


_ Out of his beard. He leaned forward. I kissed him. Sloppy wet 


i heavybreathed 
oOpenmouthed cigarsmoked beerflavored sweatsalted heavy 
motherfucking re KISS. His tongue fucked my mouth before 
I was even through fucking his. We drooled on our beards. We 
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grunted and shoved and sucked face and slopped ourselves silly 
while the sun went all the way down. 

Somehow, in all that, he moved just right and I lost what control 
I still had. The holler that left my chest shot into his, but the hot 
come that left my cock pelted the floor. I hunched my hips and 
rubbed against him and shot off between his legs and just couldn’t 
stop. I know I cried. I shot up, I came down, and I held my dad and 
cried. 

“I wasn’t ready for that yet,” I hiccupped as he set me back 
down. 

“You always were an impatient shit,” he said. “Set a spell. I'll get 
the lights.” He padded away through the dark to the breaker box. 
One sound like a gunshot and the barn was filled with light. He 
ambled to the door and rolled it closed. He lumbered back to me, all 
his fur glinting with sweat and light, shot with gray in places and 
covering the big, solid body of the hottest man I’ve ever known. In 
no time again I was hard. He tried to sit down beside me. I made 
him stay standing and swallowed his cock. 

I made it sloppy. I lubed him up. I cupped one of his palms down 
under my chin and spat it full and guided it back toward my asshole 
as I stood and leaned to give him access. He knew what I wanted. I 
sucked on his cock. He slipped that spit up through the hair in my 
crack and he worked it up onto my hole. He worked it inside me 
with one callused finger and I just about lost my mind. I grunted and 
squirmed and sucked and he taught himself how to lube ass. He 
always did know how to teach. 

I love this man’s cock. I can’t get enough of it. I had to let it out 
of my mouth if I wanted it up my butt, but I didn’t want to do that. 
I forced myself. I pulled off and leaned back and stood up and 
breathed. I grabbed my old man by his head and sucked face with 
him, leaned back and lay down and pulled him on top of me. I 
rocked my shoulders. I squirmed my belly. Anything to mesh our 
mats. I pulled up my knees and I pulled up my legs and I pushed up 
my father to let him take aim. I spit once more into my own palm 
for luck and reached down and split myself wide. 

I stared at his face. He stared at mine. “Fuck me, Daddy,” was all 
I said. 

Fuck me, Daddy, was all he did. 
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t up my butt just like it knew the way. Maybe it 
waited long enough. My old man slipped inside and 
out and grunted and shoved in again. He reached up 
bed my shoulders and slammed my ass down onto his hips 
suid swear that cock was talking to my tonsils. The look on 
ie bald surprise to the kind of awestruck smile a kid 
believe pleasure’s real. I grabbed his arms, his 
here there was hair, I grabbed hold and held on. 
d dripping down into my eyes. Mine just ran off on 
4 his face down to me and took another killer kiss. 

, Daddy,” I whispered into his mouth. “Fuck me, 
ted. “Fuck me, Daddy,” I fair to yelled, in time with 
thrusts up my ass. “Fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck 


2 


eerie 


up. He is still speeding up. “I’m gonna come,” he has 
‘can’t hold back...” — thrust/grunt — “it’s too fuck- 
. shove (oh, YEAH) — “GOOD...” 

nhe started to come, I grabbed his hands and wrapped them 
d my meat. “Jack me, Daddy, jack me jack me jack me I want 
me, too...” I am yelling now, just like a child and god fucking 
just don’t care. 
cock that made me plows my ass. My father’s hands slide 
stroke and squeeze and set me free and my come is flying 

where — over my head in the hay, into my beard and into my 

eyes, up in his chest hair and over his shoulders — every fucking 
where. My old man’s eyes are smiling as he shoots a huge and hot 
ck load, flood after flood after hollering, thrusting flood, right up 
into my lust-crazed ass. These loads have waited much too 
ong. I don’t give a shit how I sound, ’cause I am in hog fucking 
leaven. Thirty-four years old and I still have a crush on the bear that 
me and brought me up. 
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Carol A. Queen 


The leather daddy 
and the femme 


PART ONE: 
After the light changed 


f was looking pretty boyish that evening. Maybe 
that’s why he looked twice at the stoplight when 
my car pulled up next to his motorcycle. Usually guys like that are 
moving, you just see a gleaming blur of black and silver. But here at 
the light was a real done-up daddy, sitting stock-still, except for his 
head, which turned in response to my eyes fixed on him and found 
what he saw noticeable enough to make him turn again. When 
boy-energy gets into me I look like an effete young Cambridge 
faggot looking to go bad: round spectacles framing inquisitive eyes 
and a shock of hair falling down over one. Not classically Daddy’s 
Boy, something a little different. Maybe tonight this daddy was 
looking for a new kind of ride. 

A real done-up daddy, yeah. His leathers were immaculate, 
carried that dull gleam that well-kept black leather picks up under 
streetlights. Black leather cap, high boots, everything on him black 
and silver except the well-worn blue denim at his crotch, bulging 
invitingly out of a pair of chaps. I eyed that denimed expanse quite 
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deliberately; he noticed. He had steely blue Daddy-eyes and a 
well-trimmed beard. I couldn’t see his hands under the riding gloves, 
put they looked big, and from the looks of him I bet they were 
manicured. I love these impeccable daddies. They appeal to the 
femme in me. 

And his bike! A huge shiny animal, a Harley, of course, nothing 
but classic for this daddy. The chrome gleamed like he did the fine 
polish with his tongue — or rather, used the tongue of some lucky 
boy. I’m more for polishing leather, myself, but if this stone-hot 
daddy told me to do his bike, of course I’d get right to it. 

Ooh, he was looking right into my eyes, taking in my angelic 
Vienna-Choirboy face and my leather jacket, much rattier than his 
with all its ACT UP and Queer Nation stickers. Does he think I’m 
cute enough for a walk on the wild side? I could hear it as he dished 
me to all the other daddies: “Yeah, this hot little schoolboy, looked 
real innocent but he cruised me like he knew what I had and wanted 
it, so I let him follow me home.” 

On the cross-street the light turned yellow. I did want what he 
had. This was it. I leaned out the window and said, just loud enough 
to be heard, careful to keep my voice low-pitched, “Daddy, can I 
come too?” 

The daddy grinned. When the light turned green he gunned the 
Harley, took the space in front of my car, and signaled for me to 
follow. 

An apartment South of Market — oh, this was perfect. At three 
a.m. on any given night he could probably open his bedroom 
window and find a willing mouth down here to piss in — I’ve heard 
about this alley. The entryway was dark. Good. I parked my car and 
caught up with him there. I fell to my knees as he pulled his keys 
from his belt. By the time he had his door unlocked I was chewing 
on his balls through the denim. He let me go on that way for a 
minute and then he collared me and hauled me into the dark foyer. 
I barely had time to grab my rucksack, which I'd let fall beside me 
so I could get both hands on his hard, leather-clad thighs. 

Inside, I pulled off my glasses and tucked them away safely in my 
jacket. Daddy pushed me back onto my knees, and I scrambled to 
open the buttons of his Levi’s. I wanted his cock, wanted it big, 
wanted it down my throat with his hands fisting the hair at the nape 
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of my neck, giving it to me hard and rhythmic. I wanted to suck both 
his balls into my mouth while he slapped his dick against my cheeks. 
Cock worship in the dark, Use me, Daddy, no, don’t come yet — I have a 
surprise for you. 

I don’t know how long I went on. I get lost in cock sucking 
sometimes, it’s like a ritual, it disconnects me from my head, and 
when it’s anonymous all the more so. I hadn’t even seen this cock I 
was sucking, and that made me feel I could be anyone, even an 
adventurous gay boy in a South-of-Market alley, sucking Daddy’s 
big hard dick. Any second now he could realize that I was no 
ordinary boy, and that gave me a great rush of adrenaline, a lust to 
have it down my throat. Until he discovered me I could believe this 
illusion myself, and with most men this was all I could expect, a 
cocksucker until they turned the lights on. 

Daddy was moaning; guess as a cocksucker I got a passing grade. 

I felt the seam of my Levi's, wet where they pressed into my cunt. 
Jesus, I wanted it, I wanted it from him, I wanted him not to care. 
The scents of leather and sweat filled my head. Finally I pulled my 
mouth away from his dick, no problem speaking in a low voice now, 
shit, I was hoarse from his pounding. “Daddy, please, I want you to 
fuck me.” 

He pulled me up at once, kissed me, hard. That was a surprise. 
I was swooning, not feeling like a boy now, whatever a boy feels like, 
but all womanly, my brain in my cunt. And I was about to be 
discovered. His hand was sliding into my jacket; any second now it 
would fall upon the swell of my breast. This was where most guys 
freaked out and sent me home to beat off. That was okay, usually, 
but God, it would kill me to break this kiss. 

But the kiss went on even when his fingers grazed first one breast, 
then the other ... when his other hand followed the first under my 

jacket, then under my shirt, as if for corroboration, and he felt my 
nipples go hard under his touch. He squeezed them, eliciting a very 
un-boyish moan, thrusting his tongue deep down where his cock had 
been, so that even when he twisted my nipples into the shape of 
morning glories, furled around themselves, I couldn’t cry out. 

The kiss went on even when one hand slid down my belly and 
started undoing the buttons of my jeans until there was room for him 
to slip a finger down between my pussy-lips, root its way, almost 
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Prey into my cunt, pull the slick finger out again and 


mouth, where our tongues sucked it clean. The kiss 


- ating and I finally broke away to beg, “Oh, Jesus, 
me come!” He stroked in faster, then; I came like a 
his hand. He rubbed the juice all over my face, licked 
issing me again, then pulled me down the hall into a 
weak-kneed and wildly disheveled; he was immacu- 
his cock was out and it was still hard. For me. 

el blue eyes were lit with more than amusement, and 
oke. in a soft, low, almost-drawl, I realized it was the first 

heard his voice. 

“Well, little boy, I must say you had me tricked.” He laughed; I 
guess I looked a little proud. “Do you make a habit of fooling guys 


Not very often,” I managed. “And most men don’t want what 
” 


L would imagine not. A little too much pussy under that 
sey A man Stic want to get himself ... confused. Hey, 
where’d you learn to suck cock? A bathhouse?” 

“My brother taught me. He’s gay.” me she 

“Shit, bring him with you the next time you visit,” said the 
be ‘daddy. “Pl die and go to heaven.” He pushed me back on the bed 

‘then and knelt above me. His big cock dangled above my face and 

at first he held me down, teasing me with it, but I begged and he 

lowered it to my lips, letting me have just enough to suck on like a 

"baby dreams over a tit. “Good girl,” he said, smiling a little, running 
Dp fingertips over my skin in a most enticing way. The boy-energy 
"was gone, but I didn’t want to stay a little girl with a man this hot. 

_ Anyway, he wasn’t acting like a leather daddy anymore. 

I don’t know what gets into me. When I cruise gay men as a boy, 

I know full well that I have to stay a boy the whole time. Unless 
they send me out at the first touch of curves, the first smell of pussy, 

__ they only want to play with me if I can keep up the fantasy. I lick 
& Daddy’s boots and suck his cock and get on my face for him, raise 

my ass up at the first brush of his cock on my cheeks. I beg Daddy to 

fuck my ass and promise I’ll be his good boy, always. But deep inside, 
even as he’s slam-fucking my ass and I’m screaming from the deep 
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pounding pleasure of it, even though I love being a faggot for him, I 
secretly wish he’d slip and bury his meat all the way deep in my cunt. 
I love being the boy, but I don’t like having to be two separate people 
to get what I want. I really want the men I fuck to turn me over and 
see the whole me: the woman in the boy, the boy in the woman. This 
daddy, this leatherman whose name I didn’t even know, was the first 
one with whom that seemed possible — and I wanted to make sure. I 
wanted to know if he would really play with me. 

So again I let his cock slip from my lips. “Daddy, will you let me 
up for a minute? I want to play a new game, and I really want you 
to like it.” He released me, looking at me quizzically as I reached for 
my bag and pulled the last of my clothes off. There. A femme hates 
having pants bagging around her ankles. 

Feeling sleeker already, I took the bag into the bathroom, prom- 
ising I'd be right back. Everything there, shoes, clothes, makeup. It 
was time to grow up. 

The dress was red and tight and hugged my small breasts into 
cleavage. Its backline plunged down almost to the swell of my ass. 
Black stockings and garters (the dress was too tight to wear a belt 
under, only a black G-string), and red leather pumps with high, high 
heels. The kind of shoes drag queens named so aptly “come-fuck-me 
pumps.” You’re not supposed to walk in them, you’re supposed to 
offer the toe to a worshipful tongue, or lock them around a neck 
while you get pounded. Which is what I hoped would be happening 
to me shortly. 

With some gel and a brush my hair went from boyish to chic. 
Powder on my face, then blush. I darkened my eyebrows and lashes, 
lined and shaded my eyes with green and violet, and brushed deep 
crimson onto my lips. An amazingly changed face, all angles and 
shadows and eyes and cheekbones, looked back at me from the 
mirror. One last glance: I was sufficiently stunning. In fact, the sight, 
combined with the knowledge that I was about to emerge from the 
little room into the leather daddy’s view, had me soaked, my heart 
pounding, my clit buzzing. I get so very narcissistic when I’m 
femmed out. I want to reach for my image in the mirror, take her 
apart, and fuck her. No doubt I'd be riding this energy into the 
girl-bars tomorrow night, looking for my image stepped through the 
looking glass, out looking for me. 
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vi h sheer black scarf, sheer as my stockings, 
aa ee, hiding nothing. I stepped back into the 


jeans off from beneath the chaps. His jacket wae 
over a chair. His dick was in his hand. crcl 
s+ staying hard. Bands of leather drew my gaze to the 
Biccs. Silver rings gleamed in his nipples. I felt 
-] who’d stumbled into a Tom of Finland painting. 
1s. He was every bit the spectacle I was, body 
to evoke heat, to attract sex. 
at me hard, taking in the transformation. I saw his 
Jaddy, do you still want to play?” I said “Daddy” in a 
voice this time, let it be lush with irony, like a ’40s burlesque 
A | i that. 
A well-educated faggot ought to pick up on 
was a touch of wonder in his voice. “God damn. I don t 
ever picked up anything quite like you.” Then suspicion. 
‘what's your trip? Trying to turn the heathens into hets? No 
all those other guys threw you out.” 
sperienced a new rush of adrenaline. I thought to myself, Go 
be uncomfortable, baby, but don’t stop wanting it. I took a couple of 
, nearing the bed enough that I could put one foot up on It. I 
~ moved into his territory, gave him a view of the tops of my rene 
- and the wet, pussy-redolent G-string. I narrowed my eyes. “Did I 
_ suck your cock like a het? You think I can’t take it now that I have 

a dress on?” ; 

He persisted. “Why waste this on gay men? Straight boys must 
fall over for you.” 

S you. ; 

iia “Straight boys don’t know how to give me what I want.” I ran 
omy eyes down his body. “Besides, your cock says I’m not wasting 
"this on you.” cae 

He fade no move to try to hide the hard-on. His voice was more 
curious than accusatory when he said, “You get a perverse charge 
out of this, don’t you?” 

“Yeah, I do. But I really want you to get a perverse charge out of 
it.” I moved to him, knelt over him so that only the insides of my 
knees touched the smooth leather of the chaps. He was close enough 
to touch; I had to stop from reaching. This was it, the last obstacle. 
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His hard cock almost touched me. “I’m no ordinary boy, Daddy, 
and I’m no ordinary woman. Do you want it? Just take it.” 
There is so much power in being open and accessible and ready. 


So much power in wanting it. That’s what other women don’t 
understand. You'll never get what you want if you make it too hard 
for someone to give it to you. He proved it: He lifted his hands to 
me, ran them once over my body, bringing the nipples up hard 
through the clinging dress, pinned my arms at my sides, and brought 
me down into a kiss that seared and melted, a kiss I felt like a tongue 


in my cunt. I felt myself sliding along his body till his cock head 
rested against the soaked silk of my G-string, hard and hot, and he 
stroked against my clit over and over and over. When he released 
my arms, one big hand held my ass, keeping me pushed against him. 
The other hand was fisted in my hair. He held me fast, and once 
again my cries of orgasm were muffled on his tongue. 


When his mouth left mine it went to my ear, talking low. 

“Pretty girl, I want your cunt so hot you go crazy. You got all 
dressed up for me, didn’t you? Pretty bitch, you want it rough, you 
like it like that?” 

“Yes!” I gasped, still riding the last waves of come, wanting more. 

“Then tell me. Ask for it. Beg me!” 

He pulled the scarf from around my neck, threw me easily onto 
my back. He pinned my arms over my head, bound my wrists with 


the scarf, talking in his low daddy-voice, playing my game: 

“You want it, pretty bitch? You're going to get it, Miss Special. 
Think your cunt is good enough for my meat, do you? Can’t get 
what you need from straight boys? You’re gonna need it bad before 
you get an inch of it, baby ... Spread ’em, that’s right, spread for 
me, show it to me, let me have a good look. I haven’t seen one of 
these in a long time ... You know what I usually do with this cock, 
don’t you? Is that what you want, is that what straight boys don’t 
give you? Want it in your ass, make you be Daddy’s boy again, 
hmmmm?... No, you want it in your pussy, baby, I can feel it. Just 
shove it all inside you, you want to feel it open you up, can you 
take it?” 

Now he was reddening my ass with slaps, the dress pulled up to 
my waist, and from nowhere he clicked open a knife. I gasped and 
whimpered, but he just used it to cut the G-string off and it disap- 
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d again. He slapped my pussy with his cock, Reaisacinig drops 
my wetness, stopping short before I came, whispering, Want it, 
‘pretty bitch? Want it all?” And I writhed against him and begged 
him: 
ive it to me, Daddy! Please ... please 
operat tease, this daddy; I wondered dimly if his 
tried to wiggle their assholes onto his just-out-of-reach cock the 
was trying to capture it with my hungry cunt. Not so much 
nce between one hunger and another, after all. 
reached for a rubber, worked it over his cock head, and rolled 
it down the shaft. The encasement made his big cock strain harder. 
As he knelt between my spread-wide legs, I murmured, “Give it to 
me, give it to me, give...” And in a long plunge, he did. 
It felt so good to be filled so full, with the smell of hot leather and 
cock and pussy and the feel of the chaps against my legs. The second 
thrust came harder than the first, and a look of sexy concentration 
_ played across my leather-daddy’s face as he settled in for a long, 
pounding ride. 

css my a to talk to him as I met his strokes with thrusts of 
‘own, letting my pinned-down body fill with the delicious ten- 
ns that would build up to éven more intense peaks. 
~ *..Oh, yeah, just like that, give me your cock, baby, fill up my 
pussy, yeah ... Give it to me, give it to me, you know I can tke it, 
hard, yeah, come on ... Fuck my cunt like you fuck your boys asses, 
make me take it from you, yeah, don’t stop, don’t ever stop, just try 
to outlast me, Daddy, you can fuck me all night, fill that rubber with 
a big hot load and I'll come just thinking about you, Just give it to 
Me ... Just give it to me, make me, make me :.. come... 

And it was all lost in cries and sobs and breath taking over. 
Somehow he’d untied my hands and I held him and came and came 
and came, and the wild ride was over with half a dozen bucking 
thrusts. I heard his yells mingle with mine, and I reached down to 
pull cock and rubber free of my cunt and feel the heft of jism in my 
hand as we lay together in a tangle of sweaty limbs, not man and 
woman, just animals, two sated animals. ; 

I drifted off to sleep and woke again as he was working the tight, 
sweaty dress over my head and off. My red leather shoes glowed 
against the white sheets. 


1? 
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“Hellion,” he said 
body, bitch-goddess, d 
shoes?” 


as My eyes opened, “faggot in a woman’s 
© you intend to sleep in your exquisite req 


“And what does a man need i 
to do with 
continued, pulling off my stock; s 
brother?” ; ce 
He hadn't seen all the contents of my 
= spilled it onto the floor: three dildos 
ong rubber gloves fell out. I L ti 
ubb _ ~~ Promised that in the mornin h 
take his pick. I was dying to show Daddy what else a enc ites . 


you around,” he 
to get fucked? Call your 
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Jack Ricardo 


Crossing the line 


wa. 


i don’t know when I crossed the line. I don’t even 
know where it’s drawn, the line between being a 
hot number and a daddy. But somewhere down that timeless road, 
T crossed it. (I guess it wasn’t so timeless after all.) And I didn’t even 
know it was happening. 

The first time would have been with Tito. Tito! A kid. Yeah, a 
Kid with twenty-four years and seven and a half uncut inches under 
his belt. But from where I was standing, with my fifty-one years and 
six cut inches tucked neatly into my 501s, Tito was definitely a kid. 
Alibidinous kid with a heated mouth. But it was almost six months 
after I met Tito that we talked together for the first time. And it was 
at least three months after that before we finally met, dick to dick, 
Cat to uncut, daddy to son. 

Daddy and son. It still sounds strange. 

I don’t know. You pass through life, gay life, with tricks galore. 
That is, that’s the way I passed through life, gay life. Oh, there was 
a lover now and then who shared my bed and my home (in that 
Order), but none of those true loves lasted more than four years. 
Mostly it was numbers, numbers, numbers that added up to more 
numbers. Count ’em if you can. I can’t. 

By some miracle of fate and a graceful swipe of Glinda’s magic 
wand, I survived those promiscuous years. Oh, I had the crabs a few 
times, and gonorrhea more than once. I even had a bout of hepatitis 
that landed me in county facilities for a couple of weeks. But I 
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outlived them all — lice, the clap, the liver bug. And I came out 
kicking. And horny. Like I said, fate. Or luck. Or maybe God, if you 
believe in him. Or her. Or it. 

I landed in my forty-ninth year alone and not particularly un- 
happy — living alone, loving alone, almost celibate by choice. ‘There 
were too many germs out there that could kill ya. I add the “almost” 
to celibate because I’m not sure if jacking off counts. I jacked off at 
least once a day — to videos, to fuck-and-suck stories in skin 
magazines, to graphically erect photographs, to Mister I. Magina- 
tion. But never with another man, not for at least two solid and 
(almost) celibate years. Beating my meat became as boring as watch- 
ing The Wizard of Oz for the twenty-ninth time. There had to be 
someplace better than home alone. 

When I went to bed that night and tried to remember whether 
I'd jacked off to a video in the living room five minutes before, I 
knew I had to do something to change my ways. AIDS or no, life 
and sex must go on. 

The next day I dug out a brochure I'd received from an ad I 
answered and decided to do what I had been procrastinating about 
for the past six weeks because I was too cheap to spend the bucks. I 
made out a check for $35.00 and mailed it off. I jomed the Under- 
wear Club. 

Underwear? Yup, I gotta confess, men’s shorts are my turn-on. 
Two years ago, I never could have told anyone about my oh-so-per- 
sonal and private passion for white briefs. Probably because two 
years ago, I wasn’t even conscious of it myself. (Repression is a 
difficult sin to overcome.) But jacking off so much had broadened 
my sexual horizons. I did some serious searching to discover the best 
technique for getting off — one fist, two fists, screwing a pillow, a 
mattress, using a dildo, two, black, flesh, big, small, standing up, 
sitting down, laying down, in the mirror, at the window, on the 
toilet, in the tub, on one foot, two, a hand on the balls, a finger up 
the butt, two, three. I crawled away from those years with the 
realization that my insides become inflamed at the sight of men who 
wear white briefs under their worn Levi's. Just the thought sets my 
heart aflutter and my nuts achurning. I even traced that fetish back 
to its childhood roots where I learned to jack off with the only erotic 
material I could find in that house with the white picket fence — the 
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3 i -and-white ads of boys 
os with its pages and pages of black-and-white a 
nit rear I shot my first yellow load with a heavy 
~ catalog in one hand and my weenie in the other. 


; "Thirty hirty-seven years later I discovered I loved ’em still. Under- 


is. Men’s underwear, that is. But not just any men’s 
. Briefs. White briefs. White briefs that show a nicely 
with the Y fly aching to be plucked open. Whether 
he Loom, Jockey, Hanes, or pretentious Calvin's doesn’t 
ne as it’s brief, as long as it’s white. (Colors, you can 
boxers ain’t worth mentioning.) 
J finally did bend my wallet and send my check to the 
ar Club, I justified the expense by telling myself, “I rarely 
bars or the baths anymore so thirty-five smackers for the 
» of discovering dicks in briefs is a bargain.” ) 
had doubts. I had never joined a gay club before. Sull, the 
as already spent, the water was under the bridge, the milk 
pilt, the house had landed. I stepped through the door. 
was wrong. Oz wasn’t Technicolor. It wasn't even black 
It was just white. Wonderful white. Briefs white. Tasty 
t I’m getting ahead of myself. That is, I’m putting the Good 
se e bubble. 
W ss Po when I joined the Underwear Club? I'll tell you 
tI didn’t get. I didn’t get underwear. Not right away, anyway. 
hat I got was a newsletter with personal ads and an application for 
anad of my own. The ads were arranged alphabetically by state. And 
each state was arranged alphabetically by city. My state was listed, 
‘my hometown wasn't. I ended up writing a handful of what I hoped 


were hot letters to pen pals around the country who shared my fetish. 


Soon, steadily, every week I'd get a steaming answer to my letter 
from a guy telling me what he’d like to do to me in my briefs and 
:. he does in his briefs and what he wants me to do to him in his 
briefs. Briefly put, we all wanted to suck white cotton while hard dick 
was outlined on white fly; or we wanted a stiff dick to be pointing 
out of white fly while fucking willing ass after chewing hole in butt 


of white briefs. All in all, most were raunchy letters meant to make 


you stiff. I utilized each one to the max but eventually the novelty 
wore off, Fact is, most of the correspondents petered out after one 
or two letters. 
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Three months after I joined the club, I received an updated 
newsletter. I scanned it without enthusiasm. Again there was no man 
from my city listed. But my ad appeared bright and clear: “GWM, 
51, blond hair, blue eyes, 150 Ibs, 5’8”, 6” cut. Wild to meet and eat 
men with hard cocks in white briefs. Hot letters and photos wel- 
come.” The mailman didn’t get a hernia delivering the replies. I was 
getting sexually desperate and debated whether I should return to 
the bar scene. At least there was a chance, albeit a small chance, of 
meeting a man in person who might, just might, want to share a 
night in white briefs. 

Then I took a look at the rest of my mail. There was an envelope 
postmarked Syracuse, New York. 


Dear Daddy, 

Your ad in the underwear newspaper turned me on terrifi- 
cally. ’'m a member too. There’s nothing I like better than a 
dad who likes his son to wear white briefs. I never meet any 
guys up here who like underwear the way I do. Will you write 
to me? Will you tell me all about yourself and what kind of 
underwear you wear and how much you have packed in your 
underwear? I'll tell you what I have. I have seven and a half 
inches when I’m hard, which is a lot of the time. And my cock 
is uncut. I really have a lot of foreskin and it even hangs over 
my cock head when I’m hard. I wear mostly Hanes underwear 
because I like the way my cock and balls fit inside the pouch. 
And it makes my ass look pretty good too. Here’s a picture!! 
Could you send me one of you in your underwear? Maybe 
you could even send me a pair of your underwear after you 
shoot a load of come in them for me. Could you do that? If 
you will, I will. 

In the meanwhile, let me tell you what happened when I 
went to the mall the other day. Like I said, I don’t find any 
guys around here who like underwear nearly as much as I do, 
but I do get horny a lot and jerk off a lot. And sometimes I 
have to have something more than just my hand to make me 
come. When that happens I go to the mall and the men’s room 
there at the far end where there isn’t much stores. And I’m 
standing at the urinal and behind me is some guy in one of the 


Doing It 


37 


Ididn’t even have to pee really, but I stood there for a 
me and nobody else came in. I heard the door open be- 
When I turned my head around, he was sitting on 
et with his pants and shorts down to his ankles and play- 
th his big hard cock. He motioned for me to come over. 
And I kept my cock out of my pants because it was al- 
y hard. The guy sucked me off and it felt good but prob- 
‘no as good as if you were here in your white shorts 
e same thing. Would you like that? 
I got to go now, Dad. I hope you write to me and 
your picture of you in your underwear. Oh, yeah, I’m 
old. 
Your son, 

Tito 

know you're a lot older than me but I like daddies. 


PS. bothered the shit out of me. And his use of the salutation 
dy” irked me. I’d been around gay life long enough to know 
“daddy” is an old man. And I wasn’t an old man. I was only 
Even his use of the word “son” pissed me off. How dare 
little cocksucker assume I was old enough to have a son just 
use I was old enough to have a son? 

3ui his photo was a turn-on. It was a color photo of Tito standing 
white briefs against a backdrop of an inviting blue sky and 
bushes in full bloom sprinkled with dots of small red flowers. 
his arms raised behind his head — thin but boyishly muscular 
His long blond hair was waving near to his shoulders, his bare 
bs were stretched and predominant. His briefs fit snugly but not 
ghtly over slim hips and showed a tempting shadow of boycock 
e d up with a cylindrical pouch of smooth round balls. I couldn’t 

ell what kind of briefs they were, but they were probably Hanes. 

Bi _ Even though I didn’t like the words he used in his letter, specifi- 
ally the Dand S words, I have to admit the letter did make my dick 
__ hard. And by the time I finished salivating over his photo, I had dick 
~ in hand and was whacking away. A thought that pricked my brain 
when I was shooting off to Tito’s letter and image was, Good God, 
Teally am old enough to be this kid’s dad. When I was wiping my 
load up in my shorts, it also dawned on me that I was also almost 
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old enough to be his granddad. I went to sleep depressed and 
confused. 

The next day I got over my knee-jerk reaction to his lip-smacking 
photo. I wrote him a letter that I’d rather not reprint. Suffice it to say 
that I called Tito a spoiled bastard and told him he was not my son 
and I was not his daddy and don’t ever write me again. I slipped the 
letter and his photo in the envelope, addressed it, and sealed it. I 
stamped the envelope and laid it on the table. There it stayed for two 
weeks. During those two weeks, my mind stayed on Tito in his 
white briefs. Young Tito. Seven-and-a-half-inch Tito. Uncut Tito. 
Every day I wanted to open that envelope and beat off to that picture 
again. But I didn’t. Open the envelope, that is. I did beat off, to the 
image of me kneeling between Tito’s legs as he stood in the sun 
against the blue sky and the green bushes with his thin muscled arms 
lifted behind his head and his slim-hipped briefs and me leaning 
under his spread legs and lifting my mouth to feel his cotton-colored 
balls brush my tongue as I pressed my nose into his white pouch and 
sniffed the aroma of this 24-year-old kid and his shorts while I 

gnawed and mouthed his hard uncut inches and he shot off through 
the cotton of his briefs while I sucked up his come like a sponge and 
shot my load in my fist, letting my son’s juice dribble into my mouth 
and down into my shorts. 

I tore up the nasty letter I wrote. I wrote another letter. Here it is: 


Dear Tito, Son, 

Your letter was unexpected. That is, I had never received a 
letter from anyone who claimed to be my son. And no one has 
ever called me Daddy before. Initially I disliked the idea and 
was annoyed with you. But I must confess that my feelings 
were also mixed. That first day I received your letter, seeing 
your picture, reading and rereading your words, my dick got 
hard in my briefs, and I jacked off and shot my wad. Yes, right 
inside my briefs. At first, I wasn’t sure I wanted to call you 
son, and I didn’t want to be your daddy. But you’re a terrific 
turn-on, kid. I’ve been jacking off to an image of you and me 
making it together. Specifically, me on my knees in front of 
you just as you are in the photo, and me licking up and all 
over the front of your shorts, mouthing your balls with my 
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\¢ vour hard uncut cock through your white briefs, 
Pp ex hands, my mouth, pushing my fingers and 
sy entire hand inside the fly of your briefs and pulling 
dick out and seeing that uncut piece standing tall and 
out of your briefs, and finally, me kneeling there and 
xe the shit out of you and your dick and you spraying 
ome down my throat. When I shoot off in my fist, I usu- 
ded up calling you my cock-sucking son. 
s, Tito, by the time two weeks were past, I sort of got 
o being your daddy and you being my son. 
‘at lone blond hair of yours is a match for my own. That 
hair is blond as well, probably mixed with a little gray. 
» hair is short, almost crew-cut short. You can see that 
sarself in the Polaroid I’m enclosing. It’s not a great pic 
tI took it myself and that’s not an easy task. Still, you 
sat I wear white Fruit of the Loom underwear. But 
ches I have packed inside them, Son, is no match for 
‘seven and a half. And I’m cut. Still, I do have a nice set of 

What do you think, Son? Would = like to suck = this 

ick through his briefs? Does that picture give y 
ny ean pen nae about Daddy? About licking Daddy's 
1e2 vy balls through white cotton? If it does, write and tell me 
‘all about it. I’m looking forward to hearing from you again. 
Your daddy, 
ee ae helluva idea. I’ve 

pe ‘ng shorts with you sounds like one helluva idea. 

. K one hat with Ce guy before, certainly not with my 


4 ‘Jed this letter. But in truth, I felt ridiculous writing to a “son” 
q ? a ne myself “Daddy.” But then again, in total ancnatety 
Iwas surprised to find myself easily slipping into the daddy mode. 
The next letter I received from Tito bulged. I knew what was :- 
the envelope even before I opened it. My nuts were tingling eee 
slit the envelope and pulled out his shorts. No exaggeration, rea 
became instantly hard. The briefs were white certainly, and = 
all right, size 16. And they were also come-stained. The stains ha: 


yellowed and were crispy. I brought the briefs up to my nose and 
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inhaled. I imagined I could still smell the aroma of Tito. I read his 


letter. 


Dear Daddy, 


I was so glad to hear from you and see your picture. You 
look terrific in your white underwear. Wow!! Just the kind of 
dad I always wanted. And you sure are right, Dad. That great 
picture of you in your briefs gives me some ideas about what 
Id like to do with you in your underwear. I’ll do whatever 
you want me to do, Dad. That’s what sons are for, aren’t they 
to obey their dads. Even if you're in bed in just your under- 
wear and wanted me to come in and make you feel good, I 
sure would not refuse you. I’d crawl up onto the bed between 
your legs after I took off all my clothes except my underwear. 
When you lifted your knees and I pressed my face right down 
into your underwear where an outline of your hard dick was 

showing through, I’d lick it and wrap my arms around your 
ass in your shorts and really suck your dick and your balls 
through your shorts until you came. That’s what I'd like to do 
when I see that picture. And that’s what I did when I got your 
picture and your letter. I laid down on my bed in my under- 
wear and jerked off until I came. I wiped up all my come in 
my shorts and those are the ones I’m going to put in this enve- 
lope when I mail it. I hope you send me a pair of your shorts 
soon too. With a lot of daddy come in them. 
Love always, your son, 
Tito 
P.S. I don’t mind if you're only six inches and your cock is cut, 
Dad. You’re terrific looking. 


, 


- Did I jack off when I received Tito’s letter and his shorts? You 
bet your balls. And I Jacked off again that evening, fondling Tito’s 
shorts, chewing on them, tasting the stale come that had saturated 
and encrusted the white cotton, sniffing the pouch that had held his 
cock and balls, inhaling the rear end where his ass had set. Before I 
was through, I put those shorts on, plucked my stiff dick out through 
the fly, and shot my load right onto Tito’s load. Best self-induced 
orgasm I ever had. The next night I went to bed in my own shorts, 
shot a load into them, and mailed them off to Tito. 


Doing It 


Al 


is daddy’s comey briefs. 
resp ‘a OE cstccs Tito a continued through 
i r. 

as baie, ei phone rang. I didn’t anges the voice 
w the words. “Hi, Daddy, this is your son. Bat one swift 
as flabbergasted. I stumbled over my words. “How oe © 
w did you get your ... How did you get my number: ie ; 
en it from information. I was at a loss. Even today tha 

ition is still a blur. I do know that at first I was more than 
d and almost angry that he would intrude upon my privacy. 
ered annoyance turned to lecherous heat as Tito maneu- 
> conversation around to sex, asking me what I was wearing 
i ment (only my white briefs), telling me what he was ee 
is white briefs). He described his cock, hard in his briefs. He 
sto describe mine. I did. Hard and in my briefs. He told me 
Eine his stiff cock out of the fly of his underwear. I told him 
ng the same. He told me what he would like to do with that 
‘was jacking on. I told him what I wanted to do with his pre 
es, both with my fist and my mouth. He took his balls out 7 “* 
of his underwear. I took mine out of the fly. He gasped ani : 
ne all over his shorts, moaning, “Daddy, Daddy.” I gasped an 
m iefs, moaning, “Son.” 
. Oo  chouste, that sig econ wasn't exactly a oe 
After we both shot our respective wads, we said a quick and a 


Vv 


_ Tito had invaded my privacy. But by the end of the day, 
h “recalled our long-distance and heated words, I became easily = 
ki “eagerly aroused. I called information and got Tito’s phone ene : 
, ~ Tcalled him the following weekend. We talked dirty and ja e ro 
eS again. But this time after we shot, we talked for a bit and got to 
es i other a few more times that autumn. ne ee 
___ receiving letters from Tito pela preston parce ee 0% 
; istance for three months, I realize 
| ocatip than just letters in the mail and words on . ait 
wanted to meet him. Badly. After all, he was my son = Wi S 
daddy. Tito and I talked about the possibility of a visit. He wan 
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to come down to the land of sun and sand, but he couldn’t afford 
the airfare. I could afford it, but barely. And I did have enough 
vacation days accumulated at work. I debated. The idea of spending 
a week in Syracuse didn’t inspire me. What if Tito and I didn’t get 
along when we met? What would I do stranded in Syracuse in the 
middle of winter alone? But still ... I wanted to meet my son, I had 
to meet him. 

I planned my vacation. I’d fly to New Jersey and stay with my 
sister for four days, take a bus to Syracuse, stay with Tito for two 
days, take a bus to New York City, and fly home. Tito liked the idea. 
So did I. 

The stay at my sister’s was uneventful. I enjoyed seeing her 
again, and her kids. Kids? They’re each in their early thirties. When 
I hopped the bus to Syracuse, I was relieved to be gone, but anxious 
as well. As the bus careened over snow-slicked streets, climbing up 
and down long mountain roads, stopping at every nowhere town 
along the way, I began to have second thoughts, and third. As we 
crossed over the boundary of Syracuse, I concluded that this was 
ridiculous. Here I was, traveling over fifteen hundred miles, by air, 
by bus. And for what? For a number! Then I remembered. ‘Tito 
wasn’t a number, he was my son. And I was his daddy. ‘That thought 
eased my concern. A little. 

It was almost ten o’clock. The night was dark, the stars shone in 
the sky like petrified snowflakes. I stepped off the bus, and there he 
was. He wasn’t standing there with his arms over his head wearing 
just his white briefs, and the sky blue, and the bushes green. He had 
a waist-high dark gray and tattered parka on his back, and blue jeans 
on his hips. His hair was still long, still blond, and he had a small 
tentative smile on his face. He recognized me in my brown bomber 
jacket and Levi’s and blue cap. I tried to smile, but didn’t succeed. 
The beasts in my belly were wrestling. Tito walked up to me, asked, 
“Dad?” I nodded. He hugged me. I gulped. When we parted, I said, 
and this time with a small smile, “How you been, Son?” 

Tito didn’t live far from the bus terminal. We drove there in 
his beat-up Ford Ranger. Neither of us talked much. But I didn’t 
feel uncomfortable. I enjoyed sitting there, my arm over the seat, 
watching my son maneuver his pickup through slippery streets. 
Tito seemed at ease as well. He’d look over at me and grin like 
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a kid. The snow on the ground was packed and hard. 

n we arrived at his apartment, we didn’t instantly claw each 

Nc hes off. Tito had a pot of hot coffee on the stove. He took 

ke hung up mine, and poured two mugfuls. 

rms one room, not a large one. There was only 
i i ob. The room was warm, 

II radiator, but it seemed to do the jo 

hot. The bed was a single. After about an hour of small talk, 

i “Sorry about the bed, Dad, but I can’t afford a big one. 

4 me he worked at the local lumberyard. — 

hi om okay, Son. We'll make do,” assured him. Odd how easy 

felt with the D and S words. 

i unspoken agreement, it was time to go to bed. Tito began 

ssing. He did it slowly. He knew I was watching and enjoying. 

essed just as slowly. He was watching and enjoying. When cal 

oth down to our briefs, it wasn’t surprising that we both also 

alf-hard dicks inside them. Tito lifted the sheet and the blankets 

go into bed. He held the covers up and said, “Come on in, 


idy. It’s warm in here.” 
F sat on the edge of the bed, then laid down next to Tito. He 
in’t immediately use the blankets and sheet to cover us. He 
| d him. We faced each other without 


shed the bed coverings behi 
juching <i an easy task in a single bed. And yet it wasn’t that we 


a afraid to touch, not me anyway. But rather, we were getting off 
‘on looking at each other, me anyway. ; 
4 “You ce sexy as hell, Son,” I said. “Just like the picture you 
2A i A lot better.” 
“You look better than your picture, Dad. . ‘ 
And me with a slight potbelly. 1 smiled at that. Thanks. | 
reached a hand over to cup his balls in the pouch of his briefs. Tito 
= ~ w d ” 
‘et out a soft purr. “That feels good, Daddy 
a ie doce, , Son.” My fingers were fondling, poking at those nuts 
Es that I remembered so well from the photograph and that I'd been 
La : They were as described, 
~ hearing about so much on the telephone. They a 
soft, small, fuzzy, filled. I poked a finger, two fingers, a thumb, em 
the leg of Tito’s briefs and began to feel the bare flesh of both balls. 
, My own balls were starting a slow boil inside my own shorts. 
j “’ve been wanting you to do that for a long time, Daddy,” Tito 
crooned quietly and hunched his hips forward. He reached over to 
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take hold of the front of my shorts, to take hold of the outline of cock 
prominent in those shorts. It was my turn to croon softly and 
mumble, “Yeah, Son, you don’t know how much I’ve wanted you.” 

Tito was tugging on my cock as if he’d never held a cock in white 
briefs before, with an enthusiastic, an almost desperate need. I slipped 
my fingers out of his shorts and immediately wrapped them around 
white cotton and hard uncut dick. Tito began humping my fist 
vigorously as I clutched his cock, and he began pulling on my cock 
so zealously, our first in-person encounter was about to erupt too 
soon. I grabbed his fist and said, “Slow down, Son, we have all night.” 

Tito was breathing hard. “Yeah, Dad. We got two nights.” His 
hand didn’t pull away from my dick or my shorts, but Tito began 
to caress more tenderly and less desperately. We stayed like that, 
facing each other, playing with each other in our briefs. Sometimes 
our lips would meet in a small peck of a kiss, a tender and loving kiss 
between a father and his son. 

The front of both of our shorts was dotted with the come that 
was being milked out of both dicks. The aroma of sex filled the 
warm air of the small room like a cumulus cloud fills a summer sky. 
Tito lifted himself up. I was flat on my back. He swung a leg over 
me and sat down. His cotton-covered ass was sitting on my briefs, 
on the hard dick in my briefs. I reached with both hands to caress 
and hug his hips. He began wiggling his ass slowly, rhythmically, my 
cock pressing up his crack. My hands slid to the front to press both 
palms onto a stiff uncut dick that was reaching up to the waistband 
of his shorts. I slipped the fingers of both hands into the legs of his 
shorts to tickle his balls. Tito loved it. He knelt up and shoved his 
shorts, his hard dick, his balls right into my face. The smell itself, of 
the cock, of the balls, of the shorts, was an instantaneous aphrodis- 
iac. My cock spit out another drop of love juice. I hunched my hips 
up to rub my dick on his ass, but couldn’t quite reach. It didn’t 
matter. My face reached his shorts, my mouth reached the outlined 
cock. I wrapped my lips around it, both the shorts and the cock, and 
chewed the cotton, gnawed the dick, while Tito pressed both into 
my face with all the passion and intensity that a 24-year-old kid could 
offer. And that was a mouthful. 

I reached up to feel his briefs, to grab hold of that cockload and 
pull it in my mouth, and was about to probe my fingers inside the 
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ack out that uncut piece. But Tito arose. He stood on the 
e was out of reach, one leg on each side of me, his dick was 
above and a mile high of my mouth. 
m my perspective, with my head on the pillow, sweating, 
. almost gasping, Tito appeared to be a giant. He looked 
n, slipped his thumbs into his shorts, and pulled them off. He 
ed out of them, one leg at a time. His cock looked gigantic 
ine above me, hard and mighty as steel, its foreskin dripping 
angling over a flowering dick head, his balls cramped up close 
s shaft, the slight hairs growing under his balls and up behind 
snder crack of his loving ass. I reached up to grab that cock, that 
s, but Tito was too quick. He again sat down, naked now, on 
s, on my stiff dick inside them, and pressed his knees onto 
. My arms were trapped, I couldn’t reach out. gle 
You want your son’s underwear, don’t you, Daddy,” Tito said, 
th stilted and soft but hungry. It was a statement more than 
Hon. I answered in an urgent tone, “Yeah, Son. And I want 
ck inside them. I want your cock in my mouth. I need it.” 
« ‘ou wanna suck me, Dad? You wanna suck me real bad, huh, 
ad? My shorts, too, right? You wanna suck my underwear, don’t 
‘ou, Daddy?” 
“Yes,” I said, with an intensity that almost frightened me. I was 
‘desperate for those shorts and that cock. Yet Tito, my son, the son 
) ofa bitch, was teasing me, depriving me of both, his legs pinning me 
down, his dick hovering above me out of reach, his briefs in his fist. 
But he didn’t deprive me for long. 
Tito shoved his shorts at me and rubbed them over my face. I 
- strained my neck to bite those shorts, to lick them, to suck up the 
smell, the sweat. ae 
“Yeah, Daddy, eat ’em,” I heard behind those briefs. “Eat my 
shorts, Daddy. You want ’em. Eat ’em.” His words were loud and 
commanding and he washed my face with his briefs. 

I did as he said, I ate his shorts. All the time struggling to be 
released so I could grab my son’s fucking ass and pull his cock into 
i my mouth to eat that as well. 
= Tito was crushing his shorts harshly all over my face, my eyes, 

my nose, my cheeks, my hair. I chewed the material, 1 slobbered 

over it, until I felt Tito lift himself up and poke his stiff dick through 
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the fly of the shorts that covered my head. The dick inched and 
slipped its way through the fly. My lips were waiting inside his 
shorts. The slick foreskin that covered the dick head pushed open 
my lips and slid into my mouth. It tasted sweaty hot, delectable. As 
Tito pulled out then pushed in, I felt the foreskin slide over and 
expose the head. I nibbled that tender dick head, tonguing it, 
devouring it, hungry with joy. 

“Attaboy, Daddy, attaboy,” Tito mumbled. 

He lifted his knees from my biceps and instantly grabbed both 
my wrists with both hands and pressed them over my head and fell 
forward. His cock stayed inside my mouth through the fly of his 
tangled shorts on my head. He lifted his legs to brace himself on his 
toes and began fucking my face. His dick was sliding through the fly 
of the shorts and into and out of my mouth, like a well-oiled piston 
into a sleek smooth valve. He kept my arms pasted above me. 

His balls were bouncing against his shorts on my chin, his dick 
sliding in and out of my throat. More than sliding. He was screwing, 
screwing into my mouth, and moaning, groaning about his “daddy 
sucking me off, blowing me, eating my underwear, yeah, yeah...” He 
slammed his hips down on my face and stayed. His seven and a half 
uncut inches were plugged deep into me and the shaft began pulsat- 
ing as all the juices in his nuts were let loose, as my son came into 
my mouth and shot his load. 

Afterwards, Tito fell off me. My dick was still stiff and still unre- 
leased from its cotton imprisonment, and unrelieved. But it could 
wait. There was time. Tito lifted his briefs from my head and said, 
“I’m sorry if] hurt you, Dad. I didn’t mean to. But you got me so hot.” 

“You didn’t hurt me, Son. Hardly,” I muttered. 

We had sex one more time that night. And twice the next day. 
Then Tito took me to the station. I took a bus to New York City, 
then flew home. 

Tito and I still communicate by letter and an occasional phone 
call. But not with the same intensity. He still calls me Daddy and I 
call him Son. He’ll always be my son, my number-one son. My 
firstborn, you might say. But not my last. 

I’ve accepted my daddyhood. And so have my various sons. 
There are few things inevitable in life. But old age is one of them. 
Enjoy it. I do. 


Doing It 


who ever ventured into the leather 
po ol table, she would flirt with me, n 
i her gorgeous ripe breas 
i lifted in the weight room, 


presence intimidated me — 


Strawberries 
and cream 


ts. She was the only queen 
ee a Often, standing near the 
her leather miniskirt and Luks 
‘40 out. Sometimes at the gym, as 
‘I enue her in her aerobics class, her 
face and her sensuous lines. But I never tried to talk to her. Her 
ad her tough elegance and integrity. 
Then, one morning, she floated into my office in a cloud of 


illowi i aralegal, the 
‘ve perfume and billowing skirts, our new p 
Brac: young professional. “T nearly begged your office manager for 


this job,” she said. “T'd do anything to work for this firm. Ne 
“You won't be begging for anything but air once you § 
on this case,” I said, handing her the file. “Drove my last secretary 
ais yes sear ma eta h the file. “The media’s full of 
“Ah yes,” she said, flipping through " erin 
this one. Don’t worry,” she smiled, patting my earde :. 
tough as nails. It'll take more than this ugly case to 4 me off. 
took the file and sailed out, shutting the door behin oe 
I thought of her all morning, distracted from my ot vi : , my 
phone calls, and clients; she was just down the hall in the library, 


Se had always fascinated me with her high 
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beautiful i 4: oe 
pePRer nik as Bias mystifying secret beneath her skirt 
ar “yp ° . 
now, Mr. Krause.” re OTLEY: doorway. I m gomsg to lunch 
“Call me Vince.” 
“T’d rather call you Daddy,” 7 3 
a, you Daddy,” she said, locking the door behind 
“Daddy?” 
ey, * 9 
‘ ; you irl li ; : 
a — weight lifter like you?” a girl like me is working here with 
“What would your Daddy do, i » 
off and loosened my tie. 7 do, it-you bad one? I tonk my jacket 
“Love and protect me.” Sh : 
blouse. “Discipline me.” e.” She played with the top button of her 
“Discipline?” I could feel : 5 
my boxers. eel my stiff cock poking out of the fly of 
“Wh , M ” 
ee % re a bad girl.” She spread her legs and leaned back 
cama t ae work done or I make mistakes.” She eiaued 
s from her reddis : ca tee 
shoulders. eddish blonde hair, letting it fall around her 
a when you're a cock tease.” 
arm ai ore me guilty of that,” she said, leaning against the 
ak mer oe lacy garter belt. “I’m not one of your 
of steel.” ars. I may be covered in lace, but I’m made 
to ean : an * I slowly slid her blouse off, lowering my face 
of her breasts. “You’re special. You’ " ‘ 
I oe traced my tongue into her ore che Ci 
e wriggled out of her skirt, droppm h 
Z : , b 
bar oe like plump tender hamden ain pipes sg 
fae = my pretty ninnies,” she said, cradling her tits, licking at 
sei ihe 9 ic unique. And I’m proud that ne want “yi 
r look . 
eonpe doritier® ed at me the way you do — never touched me 
“You're right,” lemiledintoh J 
anyone this way either.” o her dancing eyes. “I’ve never wanted 
“Daddy’s hungry,” sh : “ Bee 
titties.” a ila whispered, for his little girl’s sweet 
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a eat ya up, baby,” I said, yanking my pants down, 
atching me strip. “[’m the best girl you've 
never anyone like me. So make me feel good.” 

er lingerie and her shoes, 


naked now, and she lay there in h 
eckled skin glowing. I ran my hands along her belly and 
ed her luscious round globes, the swollen nipples hot in my 


sased them into my mouth. 

a wonderful sensation — I was crazy for this queen — 
srl! She was right: P'd never had anyone like her, and I'd 
elt this nut-busting urgency before, a do-or-die need for this 
al yet oh-so-worldly creature. 

Yes!” she gasped. “Do that. Oh, Daddy! Lick your baby girl.” 
guided my head to her belly. “Put your hairy face right there. 
ase that big sloppy tongue.” 

ambled onto the end of the couch as she threw her legs high 
ide, resting her heels on my shoulders. She ran her hands 
g her legs in their tight nylons. “Show your little girl what you 
t — big man.” She led my mouth to her panties. 

Tpulled her panties aside. And that’s what made my girl so very 
secial — sure, I liked her pretty face and her silky hair, her high 
proud tits, each one a handful, just right for sucking; and I looked 
from her face to her breasts, to her flat belly, to her little bush. 

_ And below her bush — her balls in their tight wrinkled sac, 
~ and her hard little cock, clear precome oozing from beneath the 
foreskin, springing up to slap me in the face. My little girl with her 
_ perfect tits and her perfect cock, that’s what made me wild. And she 
knew it. 

“Js that what Daddy wants?” 


fingers, looking down at me. 
“Mm-hmm!” I murmured, shoving her panties down her legs. 


“You gotta say it.” She covered the head of her dick with her 
hand, her lacquered nails catching the light, shimmering against her 
thick bush. “Tell me — you wanna eat your boy’s sweet pussy, don’t 

you?” She kicked her panties off. “Say it, Daddy. You want your 
gray Daddy beard right down there, all over my girl dick.” 

“Hell yes, Princess. Daddy wants his beard right down between 
his little girl’s legs, eating her sweet pink pussy. Feed it to Daddy.” 


elie ee 
for Daddy 


sh.” she panted, Ww 


a 


she cooed, rolling her nipples in her 
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“Daddy’s warm, strong mouth loving me.” She dug her heels into 
my back, cramming herself deep into me, her cock bulky with fat 
veins, the long foreskin loose on my tongue, her garter belt tickling 
my face as I buried my nose in her pubic hair, sliding my mouth 
along her cock. 
“T like my cock and balls,” she panted. “I never wanted to lose 
’em,” she murmured, caressing her balls and my lips meeting her 
hard rod. “I just wanted big, beautiful breasts and an erection. And 
that’s what you want too, huh, Dad?” 
I sighed and nodded my head, licking at her cock, spreading her 
legs, pulling her closer. I tongued her slick, hairless asshole, sticking 
the tip of my tongue into her warm musk. Framed by her garter belt 
and hose, her little rosebud fairly glistened. 
“Daddy—” She rolled over and raised her butt. “Do you like my 
ass — my soft tight cheeks, smooth as glass?” She arched her back, 
letting her balls swing free, and cupped her ass cheeks with both 
hands. I held her hipbones and kissed the smooth-shaven backs of 
her thighs, licking along the crevice where they met her cheeks. “My 
little hole’s ready for you, Dad. Hot and juicy. Don’t you wanna 
taste it — like sweet ice cream?” 
Licking up her cheeks, kneading the smooth flesh, I mouthed her 
asshole. A bit, I thought, like ice cream, but more like white choco- 
late, making my prick harder than it had been in a long time. 
“Oooh!” she purred. “What a good Daddy — what a great 
tongue.” She wiggled her butt in my face, her hole flexing, relaxing. 
I worked my way up to kiss her slender throat, my tongue leav- 
ing a wet trail along her back. I rubbed my own eager nipples, my 
chest and belly, against her, leaning into her as she lay on the 
brown leather couch. “Oh, sweet darlin’, I just wanna make you 
happy.” 
“You do make me happy,” she cooed. 
I sat up, moving to the end of the couch, and ran my hands along 
my chest, through the pelt on my belly. 
“Yeah,” she said, rolling over, rubbing her tits, pulling on her 
dick, “my big, burly Daddy.” 

“C’mere. Daddy wants to hold you.” 

She sat on my lap, nuzzling up, sucking my pecs, taking the 
nipples into her hot mouth, lightly scraping her sharp teeth along 
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th Her butt was cool against my legs, our cocks throbbing 
“our bellies. Our mouths met, her tongue hard and aggres- 
Bins my jaws open, probing, licking, heading toward my 
as her teeth lightly chewed on my tongue. 
\ddy’s body needs me,” she said, planting her mouth on my 
icking at my nipples, lapping her way along my torso to my 
ssing my cock. : 
ca smear lipstick all over Daddy’s cock,” she said, going 
yh Spaby girl,” I moaned, “suck your dad’s cock, get it real hot, 
iepie, use that pretty little mouth.” I traced my fingers along 
' fones, her eyebrows, holding her face as her mouth sank 
er onto my cock. 
he sank ane my prick, easily coaxing the head into her throat, 
nuscles tight, her tongue fast. She was on her knees now, her 
r my crotch, her ass high in the air. She was Seu 
t for her luxurious cascading mane, and her little triangle o 
‘0 hn!” I sighed. “Right there in Daddy’s lap. Show me what my 
‘girl can do to her old man’s slab of meat. 
Islid my hand over her breasts and flat belly, down to her hard 
pen Running my hand farther between her inner thighs, over 
er balls, I tickled her puckered hole, pushing her head deeper into 


ny balls, tracing her tongue around my navel. She licked along - 
crease between my thighs and my scrotum, wriggling her crot 
he ching my side. Finally, after endless moments of exquisite tor 
‘ture, of her getting me breathlessly close to Orpen then a st 
she sat up, looking me in the eye. “J think it’s time for Daddy to g 
what he really needs.” 

a “ ’ ” 

Boat shel with me, Father.” She stood up, pee her 
throbbing cock, skimming the foreskin back to reveal the pulsing 
- corona. “You know what you need from me more than ees 
“else.” She adjusted her garters, smoothing her hose, flipping piper 
~ out of her face with an impudent toss of her head. Then - pee C 
for me, spreading my legs, gouging a thumb into my asshole. “Now, 
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be honest, Dad. Isn’t this what you want?” She brought the searing 
heat of her cock to rest between my glutes. 

“Oh, sweet angel girl.” I reared up to meet her prick. “That's 
exactly what I want, my girl up inside her old man, ripping me 
open.” I threw myself back, gazing at her face, her regal tits, and her 
swollen rod. 

“Like this?” She raised my legs, hunkering up to me, her cock 
easily slipping inside my gaping, eager ass. She roughly fucked me, 
her hefty prick in my guts, as she dug her nails into my hips and ass, 
scraping across my back, burning along my thighs. 

“Fuck your daddy hard, little girl,” I moaned. “My perfect 
steel-and-lace daughter.” 

“Oh, Daddy!” She moaned, thrusting harder. “You’re so good to 
me. Every little girl wants a daddy like you...” 

“And Daddy wants a girl loving him the way you do,” I gasped 
as she relentlessly hammered away at my raw ass. 

I buried my face between her tits as they swayed and bounced, 
lifting my hips to meet her prick pounding away at me. I lapped 
sucked licked and knew that I could never satisfy my hunger for her. 
She could never begin to fill my aching need for her sparkling hope 
and vitality. 

“Fucking my horny daddy, his daughter’s hot cunt and his daddy 
hole.” She rammed herself into me. “Can you feel it? Is it deep 
enough?” 

“Hell no, baby.” I groaned. “Never deep enough. Give it all to 
me, fill me up.” I squeezed her tiny ass, impaling myself on her 
beauty, pressing my hard-on against her belly, my nuts slapping 
against the couch, her balls hard and tight as she slammed into me, 
bone against bone. 

“Oh, fuck, girl!” I hissed between my clenched teeth. “You're 
better’n any boy.” I threw my legs around her waist, squeezing tight. 
“You're the best. Just fuck me till I come, baby doll.” 

“J am.” She plunged into me. “My hot cock is gonna make your 
ass melt, man.” She pummeled my ass, staring into my eyes. 

We nearly fought for the moment, grappling, sweaty. She 
squealed as we toppled onto the floor, her cock securely lodged in 
me, our legs intertwined. She leaned back on her elbows, her dick 
plowing into my prostate from a new angle. 
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fier now, bouncing hard on her dick. She moaned, curling 
hher wiry bush scratching my balls, her tits (what a wonder 
sre!) jiggling and swaying as she screwed me. I clamped my 
‘ly around her strength, her hardness, feeling that stiff 
swell as it inched even deeper. %: 
at’s right,” she growled. “Asshole Daddy. You're doing it, 
t. Oh — my — fuck—” She bit on her lower lip, muffling a 
she scraped her nails down my back, digging into my ass, 
ing me onto her lap. Hard! 

V head swam. 

Ot lid gushing into me, I milked it out of her, 
s muscles staying with her as her bucking finally slowed. 

h! Now, Dad!” She lay flat on her back. “Wash baby s titties 
your juice. Hurry! Get it all over these beautiful jugs, man — 
v ipples in that fucking hot cream.” 

v i. thoekibies prick sil spurting in me, I wiggled closer to 
lurching up, straddling her, jacking off as she held my aching 


She raised to meet me, and I shot, the jizz splashing onto her tits, 
yering the nipples, trickling down her sides. Before the last drops 
re out of me, I was on her, eating all my come off her tits, licking 
_ “Ah!” She began to tremble, her limbs quivering, rolling her hea 
om side to side, going rigid, her hips jerking, her hands in tight fists. 
_ “Aftershock!” She giggled, deeply inhaling, and then — her hands 
luttered like birds in the air, about my face, and she sent a new blast 
nto me, hot spunk splattering again, spilling out of my ass and down 
j =" always a surprise,” she said. “Once in a great while it 
happens.” She draped her arms around my neck. “But never this 
good. Oh, man...” p 
ovine She abruptly sat up, reaching for her purse. “What the 
"hell are we doing?” 

“Fucking on the floor of my office.” - 
_ “Highly imprudent,” she snickered. “You re due in court, an 
have precedents to research and, well, briefs to study. She was 
already wiping herself up, dressing, brushing her hair. ) 

. “Highly imprudent,” I laughed. “But highly pleasurable. 
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“It won’t be so pleasurable when the Judge hits us with cop. 


” 


aw 


Her apartment was nearly dark, a few candles burning, as she 
opened the door to me. She was dressed in black, her leather Jacket 
over a lace half-bra, her exposed nipples long and hard, black hose 
and garter belt beneath her black miniskirt. She stood before me in 
her leather and lace, her shiny boots. 

“You were very careless, Daddy. I told you not to be late. We 
have too much work for you to be this irresponsible.” 

“Sorry, baby. I had trouble finding your apartment. I took a 
wrong turn—” 

“No excuses! You discipline me when I’m bad or make mis- 
takes.” She grabbed my chin, pulling my head down so that I looked 
into her shimmering eyes. “And you need discipline also.” 

“Baby,” I said, “Daddy’s sorry. Besides, we got a lot of work to 
do.” 

“No!” She defiantly blocked my way, preventing me from leav- 
ing the tiny entrance hall. “This is my territory,” she said, “and here 
— you'll do exactly as I say. You’re not the boss here. Now get 
undressed.” 


I hastily stripped and dropped my clothes into a heap, stepping 
toward her. 

“You’d do anything for your daughter. Right, Daddy?” A new 
edge to her voice, a glint in her eye. 

“Sure, baby. Daddy loves his little girl.” 

“You wanna belong to me?” 

“That’s all I want.” y cock had shot up, full and hard, at this 
new side of Stephanie, my balls tingling in anticipation. 

“Then show me.” She reached for a cane in the umbrella stand. 

“Yes, ma’am.” I dropped to my knees before her. 

“How do you begin — to be a good father and belong to your 
daughter?” 

“Right like this.” I moaned, lowering my face to her boot as the 
cane sliced through the air onto my trembling Daddy butt. 
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another lazy Sunday afternoon, on one of 

: I. three-day cel that working-class stiffs 
sd for. Dirk had passed up the opportunity to go on the we 
cle run with the Hell Hounds. He was tired of going to . 

> ole thing with the same ole guys. Dirk was short, — ani 

c, in his midthirties, but had a baby face. His jet black hair was 
ked with a short white lock on the side. He was beefy, but 08 
eloped, and would have had action to spare on the i ut 
nough was enough. He had been racking up the —— a 
til he thought that there would never be light at the end o: 
innel. The last thing that he needed was to go out of town to wor 
ee: i i d check out a beer 
He had tentative plans to meet Jim and Bob an aie 
Dust at one of the local leather bars. The more he thought a! out : 
the better it sounded. He imagined that after the beer bust “i ~_ ‘ 
Possibly catch some late-night action at his favorite suck club, 

. . 
—— turned to Jake once again. He was ere 
acted to the salt-and-pepper, medium-length hair, chit es , 
isp blue eyes, and the slight belly on the six-foot-one frame. : she 
bit the beefy chest, massive arms, large hands, and ing Nii ss 
in his pants? He guessed that Jake was in his — ut CO oa 
| really tell. Of course Jake’s conscious ciantgan for e i a 8 
_ everyone else expected someone “his age” to act certainly help 
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conceal the true numbers. Age was important to some people, but 
not particularly to Dirk. All that mattered was that every time he 
thought about Jake he developed a raging hard-on, just like he was 
getting right now. 

It had all happened in sort of a haze. He had literally run into 
Jake while leaving a seminar on “blood sports.” He was fascinated 
by the concept, but just didn’t get why dykes had to cut themselves 
with scalpels or pierce themselves with hypo needles to get off. He 
went to the seminar because the topic caused one of those attraction- 
repulsion reactions. He couldn’t quite see himself really doing it, but 
he had begun to fantasize about spilling this precious fluid after 
observing two women at a mixed party. In these days of hysteria 
about the exchange of bodily fluids, playing with blood remains the 
ultimate taboo, for men, at least. The seminar made it clear that one 
person’s taboo is another’s way of life. 

Dirk was terrified of needles. After the workshop, he was still 
terrified, but in a different sort of way. When Jake had broached the 
subject of play piercing, Dirk had paled. The thought of having a 
needle stuck anywhere in his body still made him break out into a 
cold sweat and made his heart pound. But, Jake had mentioned in 
passing that one day he would have to overcome his fears. This was 
the prime example of their relationship. Dirk’s pain was Jake’s 
pleasure. 

It had been a month since Jake left on his business trip. Dirk 
really missed his Daddy and the way that Jake mercilessly teased 
him, often making him wait weeks to shoot his load. Just before the 
trip they had discussed Dirk’s apparent inability to “give it up.” Dirk 
had major control issues, and he knew it. Every time they started a 
scene, his mind went into overdrive, interfering with his entertain- 
ment. His doubts and fears surpassed the pleasure that he was 
feeling. He kept psyching himself out with doubts about his ability 
to withstand whatever it was that they were doing. Inevitably, the 
scene was terminated before the culmination Jake had planned. 
This had happened on each and every occasion over the past six 
months. Fortunately, Jake saw this as a challenge. Dirk’s rebellious 
nature was a breath of fresh air for Jake. Dirk swore vehemently 
during scenes, calling him a little, effeminate, cock-sucking, hairy, 
butt-licking, sperm-burping weasel. None of this was true, but truth 
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: ddy Jake remained a very real possibility. 


57 


2 


i i hen you're in intense 
li do with anything you say W 
al barrage made Jake’s cock rock hard cn sane 
: is boy harder. It was fair 
e on for Daddy to beat his boy 
yt om cone willing to give up their power and oni : 
Sc Be cther to deal with someone who was willing, but ha 


ded with Jake’s parting words, “I have 
will discuss it in further detail when 
these words. Daddy wasn’t due 
one month felt like 


i conversation had en 
prise planned for you. We 
ie: in.” Dirk lingered over 

eet again. ) 
in cs for another month. Right now, 


; Di i a jake had played for a year before the topic of eeu 
I scx had even been broached. Both wanted to play it last, 
andl the lack of roles. Now the 


s were chosen, but the possibility of the boy Dirk overthrowing 


t. The obsession struck and took 
sa life of its own. As fast as lightning, Dirk was pape oc See 
f people, places, and things long past. He felt hot an 
‘Sweat just as he had the first time he played with Fis eae 
Sensation was everywhere and nowhere in pi ar, a jae 
compassing heat with no avenue of escape. Thoug as - ee te om 
his conscious mind accompanied by a stream of ‘3 oe 
acknowl, 100 ick alin des, bu this Wa 
ee ae b . 
- cee visuals were accompanied by eae 
Clk a needle, the pain of a play piercing, Click ... “ae eee 
throbbing and enlarged coming toward his mouth, the be p/ i 
texture of Jake’s cock, Click ... the shimmer of a = en 
suspended in time and space, the wetness and sweet taste y iio 
Click ... a well-formed large hand, the lightness, intensity, an 
:” een lighting Dirk’s desire to be tr if ed 
for a few hours. He started stroking his cock and ee ete a 
balls as he thought back to the fantasy that he wrote 
ee toot pug oer and someone moving through the gov 
Daily! He fell to his knees and hept his eyes at the level of Jake's crotch. Fake 


Nostalgia turned to excitemen 
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slowly undid his belt, then 
? unbuttoned Iris 7 
ants and cupped hy : *s jeans. He placed hy ae 
balls ay off : ee stretching out - nd inside his 
dribbled from his piss Jj, s 
Lit. : 
be taunted 502” Biss sht. Dirk was bes 
then touched the ng . 
ype of Dirk?’ 

JSurther words were ss 5 neck, 


flip the submissive switch and fall to their knees. It was a 
t sensation for him ... a battle each and every time. A battle 
h he longed to win. He really wanted to develop that ease of 
ender. Yet that age-old fear reared its ugly head. He was afraid 
that once he surrendered, the type of man that he desired would no 
ynger want him. 
he guy removed one hand from Dirk’s chest and moved 
ly onto Dirk’s cock, which was straining against its denim 
ing. The guy started playing with Dirk’s hard-on, coming 


is heightened state of arousal, his cock spoke for him. Dirk 
eed and followed the stranger out onto the street. Halfway down 
the block, Dirk’s trick suggested that they take a shortcut. Dirk 
_ agreed and followed him into a dark alley. Soon after that he noticed 

lights coming from behind him and moved over to allow the vehicle 
to pass, but it didn’t. That’s strange, thought Dirk as he continued his 
Walk down the alley behind the guy. 

The vehicle flashed its brights. Dirk paused and turned, thinking 
that it might be Jim and Bob. The door of the van opened slowly. 
Suddenly Dirk was jumped from behind by the guy who had picked 
him up in the bar. What the hell was going on? The guy tried to put him 
in a full nelson but didn’t have the leverage quite right. Dirk pushed 
all of his weight back and to the left, forcing the guy to hit the side 
of the building. The big man grunted and relaxed his grip slightly, 
allowing Dirk to twist out of the lock and strike his attacker with an 
elbow to the abdomen. He managed to kick the second assailant 
Squarely in the balls before being felled by two strong blows to the 
solar plexus. Dirk dropped heavily to his knees as the breath was 
knocked out of him. He was grabbed by the hair, forced backward 
on his knees, and struck repeatedly in the chest and stomach. His 
left arm was twisted behind his back into an arm lock. In this 
position, he was unable to kick or punch back. Dirk spit on the shoes 
of the man in front of him. 
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“You're going to pay for that you little fuckwad,” growled the 
guy as he slapped Dirk’s face. The guy pulled out his cock and 
pissed all over Dirk’s head. He removed Dirk’s vest and shirt from 
the right side of his body. Applying pressure to the arm lock, the 
guy said, “Place your right arm behind your back.” Pressure was 
applied to the right arm. As the left arm was released, Dirk 
attempted to escape from the hold, but found that there was no 
latitude. His vest and shirt were removed and handcuffs expertly 
applied. “Get on your feet, asswipe.” As Dirk struggled to rise, he 
received a kick that sent him sprawling. He tried to rise again only 
to be struck by another kick. He made it back to his knees before 
being lifted by the handcuffs. He tried to run only to be tackled and 
pummeled. His lip split, and a thin trickle of blood made its way 
down his chin. 

“Come to Poppa, little boy.” It was the guy from the bar talking, 
and Dirk’s stomach dropped. His captor’s voice was dripping with 
sarcasm. There appeared to be no way out. He realized that he had 
made matters worse by his combativeness and rebellion. His situ- 
ation appeared hopeless. His chaps were carefully removed, and his 
feet were secured by a “rope-a-dope” applied over his boots. The 
“rope-a-dope” was in turn attached to the handcuffs. He was 
hog-tied. 

Earplugs were stuffed into his ears and a blindfold tied over his 
eyes. He was lifted by his restraints and placed on the floor of the 
waiting van, where his jeans were cut off, thus rendering him naked 
with the exception of his boots and socks. As he lay there, Dirk 
began to think of his predicament. If they wanted to kill him, that 
would have happened in the alley. Yet the fact that they had kept 
him alive was not very comforting. Maybe they wanted to hurt him 
before they killed him. Maybe they got off on picking faggots up in 
bars, torturing them, fucking them, then killing them. Didn’t that 
happen to a regular at the Eagle just last year? 

Although Dirk could not hear, he could sense movement around 
him. The drying piss made him cold and clammy. His abductors 
drove around for what seemed like an eternity. There were so many 
twists and loops that it was impossible to determine his location. 
Nonetheless, Dirk tried to follow the route that they had taken in the 
hopes that he would live long enough to escape. 
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cool breeze and was lifted from 


a . . tl 
" earplug was removed. “Are you going to be a good little 


a » replied Dirk. 
eee TP ” te felt a sharp rap at the base of his balls. 
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ead of stopping, the cane strokes came faster and harder. 
creamed until his voice was gone. He began to sob. He 
led for them to stop. Nothing seemed to work. He lost count of 
times he had been hit. His ass was on fire and felt like a 
mess. His being was racked with sobs. The beating finally 
but he had no reprieve. The pool balls continued to occupy 
bowels. Just as the weight began to feel unbearable, they 
m shit out the balls. As he shit out the last ball, his cock 
hooting come onto the ceiling. 
held Dirk’s head, careful not to go near his mouth. Dirk 
nipples being twisted and tweaked as some of his come 
from the ceiling onto his stomach. He was starting to moan 
he felt the quick, sharp pain of a needle penetrating his right 
. It was so fast that he didn’t have time to be scared about this 
needle. Fear impregnated his belly. He knew that they would not 
op with just one needle. All thoughts of escape were replaced by 


ay to get out now. If he could hold out just long enough, maybe 
his thoughts were interrupted by alcohol being dripped onto his 
. It burned when it passed into the piercing. It was at this 
‘time that a second needle was inserted into his left tit. Despite 
his intense fear, his cock twitched. His body was betraying his 
i. “mind. 
« Soon other piercings decorated his chest. The piercings were 
laced together by embroidery floss. Dirk swiftly learned that certain 
Motion increased the pain and pressure in his chest while other 
ion brought temporary relief. As his tormentors gained greater 
control over his body movements through the use of the reins that 
f created from the piercings and thread, needles were added to 
his frenum, scrotum, thighs, and arms. A few well-placed needles 
and some thread were definitely more effective bondage than rope 
or chain. Dirk was now fully erect and ramrod hard. Escape was the 
last thing on his mind. He was floating on an endorphine high. 
A cock slapped him on the face, breaking his reverie. Dirk 
_ Opened his mouth to take it. He felt pressure in his ass as a fist 
_ Occupied the space relinquished by the pool balls. The piercings 
stopped, not so much for Dirk’s benefit as for the guy getting the 
blow job. The piercings were being tied together now. As he got into 
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sucking off the cock in his mouth he felt pressure in different areas 
of his body as the threads were pulled and released. The pressure in 
his ass continued to build. His ass was fucked in tandem with his face 
and the pulling motion of the piercings. The thrusting quickened, 
The cock pummeled his throat causing mucus to build up. The 
mucus was cleared by the stream of come that flowed down his 
throat. He opened his throat and swallowed quickly so as not to 
choke. 

After a few more strokes, the first cock was replaced by another. 
This one was longer and thicker, blocking off Dirk’s ability to 
breathe during the deeper strokes. The sadistic creep who was 
fucking his face knew it and proceeded to rest his dick deep within 
the confines of Dirk’s throat. Dirk almost passed out several times, 
and each time the dick in his mouth jerked and got harder. Dirk 
increased his efforts, hoping to make the guy come quickly. 

The fist in his ass was removed, and a larger one took its place. 
Dirk’s erection returned as his prostate was stimulated. Before he 
could get off, he was emptied, and a smaller fist replaced the monster 
hand. This was soon joined by a second fist. Dirk almost forgot that 
he did not want to be here, getting beaten and gang-banged by 
strangers on a hard pool table. He had found religion, and if he ever 
survived, he promised the gods that he would buy stock in Proctor 
& Gamble. 

Dirk was oblivious to anything except for the cock in his mouth, 
the fist in his ass, and the pressure of the piercings. Then he felt a 
breeze. Even through his clouded mind, he sensed someone familiar 
moving through the place. He heard a voice from the too-distant 
past. It was Jake! 

The fucking stopped. Dirk was helped off the table and onto his 
knees. Dirk kept his eyes at the level of Jake’s crotch. Jake slowly 
undid his belt, then unbuttoned his jeans. He placed his hand inside 
his pants and cupped himself, stretching out each moment. He lifted 
his cock and balls out of their confinement. A drop of precome 
glistened in the light as it dribbled from his piss slit. Dirk was beside 
himself. He thought, “Why must I be taunted so?” “Because you love 
it,” Jake said aloud. Jake waited a bit longer, then touched the nape 
of Dirk’s neck, signaling that it was time to start. He allowed Dirk 
to get his dick really hard, then stopped him. 
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Wickie Stamps 


Medusa’s dance 


A: the entrance to my father’s home — for, truly, it 


was not mine — hung a Medusa’s-head door 
knocker. The door always swished when opened as though breaking 
an airtight barrier between the outside world and his inside. It was 
Medusa who marked the way. 

It was through my sisters’ earliest whispered conversations of my 
father that I first heard of his existence. Huddled in his darkened 
hallway, they hissed to each other that he had broken a milk bottle 
over mother’s head. I imagined my mother, Christlike, with her 
crown of shattered glass, her lifeblood trickling down her forehead. 
Her glistening thorns his touch of passion for her. 

Most assuredly I had sensed something malicious peering into 
my very soul, penetrating my marrow. But like the eye of a Cyclops, 
the orb was so large, the body so massive that it was as though no 
one was there, save a clawing sense of something evil lurking near. 

One day my eyes beheld him, feasting upon his own offspring. 
Mid-onslaught, as he pulled back to strike yet again, his eyes met 
mine. He was sitting at the table with my sister, forcing her to learn 
mathematics by counting black-eyed peas. With gritting teeth he 

would take each pea from its bag and place it before her, sometimes 
crushing it to pieces under his finger. “You idiot, count, you fucking 
cunt,” he’d hiss at her. She, dazed and muddleheaded, also looked 


my way, grateful that another piece of potential prey had interrupted 
his feeding frenzy. 
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it ae dance into 
‘a king bitch.” And together we ; 
| For I have become his most dreaded paradox. More manly thay ae ee hs nes cones defiance and cunts drip for 
| | his greatest attempts at manliness; more female than his fantasies fnere rage YE" =e 
dared allow. I took my father’s fear and the remnants of my brother ‘1d in a dadd e. Limp as a Junkie 
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Hl to steal his desire to do what I was doing to myself. It was with great i a o % my lover over dinner, it is him that I “ee 
glee that I journeyed into hell, my father wailing in agony as he mAs as [ lay in bed and my lover flirts with me and 
witnessed his favorite ignite before him. Daughter, lesbian, drunk, -: . 24 ) on that make her blush, it is my father's 
spinning downward. ew my flirtation, not mine. — 
I smeared my life with drunkenness, sitting in bars with men, words and ways ee i my gut, slipping out into the aoe! 
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WIN ITT hours of booze and such charming parlor room games, the men that make my - ‘amy soul. [know Iam my father's 
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f: t, I will be the sentinel and guardian beast, Medusa. 


é . be . ? 
concrete of our sex that to remove their madness shatters the Be ine. But for now I leave him wanting. Isn't 


whole. 

But watch closely now. My Medusa’s head is turning, turning, 
Each snake strand of hair has turned to strike against me. Each of 
my passions now seems to poison me; each desire slashes at my 
scalp. My passion consumes my self; my desire contorts my mind. 
Yet I play and play, each scene a snake; each snake an entrance into 
my father and his passion. Each scene depleting me, turning me to 
ashes, not to rise, but to burn into myself, leaving me writhing in my 
rage. 

Every time I have sex, I must cover my ears to those hags who 
whisper about child abuse and screech that it was him, not me, who 
chose our game. He, not I, who conjured up our fun. But they are 
fools who try to distill to simple facts a game that taught me to 
lovingly dance on broken glass. 

Don’t they understand that it is not for me but for my mother 
and my sisters — and my deranged brother who was nothing more 
than a sister in my father’s eye — that I do my vicious dance? Used 
what he wanted most — my soul — to lead him away from my 
beloved family? I, born of the seed of a rabid dog who ate his own 
offspring, could snap my cunt around my father’s desire and yank 
him from his feeding on them. 

Don’t those screaming crones who whisper about our lost child- 
hoods hear that my father never touched me in that evil way? It was 
only my spirit which he mauled. “But, dear child,” they scream back 
into my childhood lost in years of blackness, decades buried under 
shards of glass, “who really sat next to him, crying with those 

black-eyed peas?” 

But I was my father’s favorite. And certainly he was mine. 

A few nights ago I dreamt a dream. Half-awake and half-asleep, i} 
I lay in that place where motion and sound are suspended, a place ‘val 
as silent and terrifying as the eye of a hurricane. And in the stillness . 
as I held my breath, someone slipped into my sheets. My terror was 
not that I thought it was my father — but that it might not be him. 
For my greatest fear is that I would dare betray the beast that created 
me. 

In my next life we will meet again, my father and I. There will 
be no Medusa at the door of my home. For then, strong from 


i sence, it was not “Father” but 
the beast was named. It is a word that I will say only 
and tortured into my own wetness. But pay mea mere 
I will sit in his green leather chair and raise my si 
my legs and with a face carved from his — f 
with glee. For before me on his hands and — a : 
tality that he meted out to me, cowers My daddy who 
he ejaculated into me. 


father’s funeral with the Salvation Army and gospel 


waili few words with me. “He’s 
wailing, my brother exchanged a few wore 
” he said as we stood outside the building the play yard. 


” T replied. But doesn’t he still live, residing deep within 


my father’s favorite. But my daddy’s child will die without 
ing her Medusa’s seed. 
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yas alone. Mother had retreated from the world, wandering 
fe dense haze of bourbon and barbiturates. Grams was often 
tired or ill, which kept my young life silent, solitary. Aunt Helen 

rfc the duties of a parent, yet proved herself incapable of love. 
AndsoI dreamed my father, made of him an imaginary companion, 
cherished the thought of what my life would have been ifhe had lived. 
We spoke, laughed, cried, conspired together until I reached the age 
of six, at which time I accepted that he was, indeed and simply, dead. 

Once I had laid my father to his rest, my attention turned to 
others like me — other males. When I was eight years old, there was 
a gardener, a tall and silent man who came to trim the lawn and 
weed Grams’s roses — her garden of thorns, my mother called it, but 
not in front of Grams. He was tall, weathered, sinewy, incredibly 
strong. I stood behind the cloak of the wisteria on the broad back 
porch, watching him, aching for those times when he would take his 
shirt off, revealing his maleness. No bosoms — as Grams told me 
they were called — on his hard chest. Flat and hairy he was, his 
muscles shifting and bulging as he worked among the spiny bushes 
in the center of the yard. 

One day madness overcame me and I ran to him, throwing my 
arms around his neck and pressing my face to that hard, sweat- 
streaked, hairy chest. A frisson coursed through me, racking me with 
Strange longings which I did not understand. He stiffened and 
pushed me roughly away, and I, horrified by my action, ran and hid 
in my room for the rest of the day. From that time on, I never went 
outside when he was in the yard. He left at the end of the summer 
and an undefined sadness was mingled with my feeling of relief. He 
had never mentioned the incident to the women, confirming my 
Worst fears that I had done something unspeakable. He saw me 
Once, standing at the window, watching as he loaded his mowers 
Onto the back of his old truck. He didn’t nod or wave, but shook his 
head and spat upon the curb. 

When the next summer came, I no longer lingered with my 
female caretakers. I had discovered baseball and a new connection 
to the world of men. I didn’t like the sport, found it faintly ridiculous 
to hit ball with stick and run from base to base, but there were 
compensations. Men coached us, and when I did something well, 
they cheered for me and tousled my hair and maybe, if I was very 
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tion had 


ithe eo 


Sarnered scholastic 


: hor ors, and my young body had grown hard and strong 
auered wrestling, gymnastics, tennis, track, and any other 
at validated me as male. ‘The women in my house neither 
nor mentioned my endless stream of athletic competitions, 
seemed grateful that the development of my brain had kept 
my body. They smiled at my accomplishment as a scholar, 
they could hardly bear to look at the man I had become. If 
ed before them shirtless, they averted their eyes, all save my 
whose vision encompassed little that went on in the house 
e we all lived. Aunt Helen in particular welcomed my naked 
‘ma s with the same enthusiasm that I imagined nuns would 
teserve for a rapist in the convent gardens. Still, it didn’t matter — it 
was not for them that I had made my body hard, kept my muscles 
limber. 

Although immersed in the world of men and competition and 
togetherness, my deepest pleasures were only indulged alone, at 
night, behind locked doors. Others like myself, young men, hard 
and lean and randy, grappled in secret, prick pumping thigh or belly 
as they ground out their urgent passion in the shadows. I deftly 
avoided the offers, subtle hints, and bald-faced pleas to share my 
body’s secrets, not wishing some callow sensationalism to dull me 
before I found my father in the flesh. 

My nights, though solitary, were not spent totally alone. My 
father’s ghost returned to me with puberty, now virtual twin to me, 
the furred planes and tight angles of his body glimmering in the 
fevered light of my imagination as I worked erotic magic with my 
hands. Perhaps not his own body — for I had only that one picture 
which suggested little and revealed even less — but his essence surely 
was there. If the arms came from the man who guided my prowess 
on the rings, the chest from stolen glimpses of my tennis instructor 
as he changed his shirt, the strong thighs from the soccer coach of 
our championship team, it didn’t matter. It was the strong, unyield- 
ing maleness of this midnight phantom to whom I offered my young 
lust — and my father was the only perfect male. 

His face — my face but older, more strongly chiseled, heavy-lid- 
ded with desire — hovered over me, the nostrils flared, lips wet, as I 
teased myself to trembling hardness. Strange, no matter where I 
touched myself, on chest, nipple, thigh, side, swell of biceps, or my 
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ad done her research well, locating every Catholic 
ial organization in the town. She insisted we attend a 
as we arrived, before my boxes were unpacked or 
to my roommate had been made. I acquiesced, know- 
e would wound her far beyond my need to assert my 
ce. After this, I would be free, finally, gloriously free to 
on my own terms. 
ing was an emblem of the faith, cold gray stone, the 
embellished with stiff images of saints, suffering agonies or 


cough another empty hour of my life. The organ wheezed to life 
d the processional began, bringing the congregation to its feet. The 
familiar sounds and smells seemed even more oppressive here in this 
strange place, giving rise to fantasies of flight. The lesson was given, 
then the sermon, dry and academic. Then the preparation for 
‘communion began, the most awful moment for me. Wine and 
blood, bread and flesh — “cannibalism” my mother had whispered 
when I came home from my catechism to explain the miracle of 
transubstantiation to her. I had forgotten the priest’s lessons, but the 
_ images of ghouls ripping flesh from corpses remained emblazoned 
in my mind. 

Aunt Helen nudged me and I rose, joining the long line trudging 
to the altar to partake in the grisly feast. Our turn came and I knelt, 
Waiting for the white thin fingers to pass by, demanding my complic- 
ity in this barbaric act. “This is the body, this the blood. This is the 
body, this the blood,” was repeated tonelessly, interminably down 
the long row of upturned faces. 

I sensed a presence hovering before me, opened my eyes, and 

Saw him. His face was lighted through the gaudy windows in the 
Nave, glowing sapphire and amber, but he was not a saint. No, he 
Was a man — angular, tall, strong, commanding, bending to me, his 
hand outstretched, fingers clutching the white oval of the sacred 
__ host. The hand came closer, its back tendoned, heavily veined, long 
dark hairs lying sleek against the swarthy skin. The wrist of the 
Cassock opened before me like a tunnel, barely containing the 
forearm of a man of real flesh and real blood — a strong arm, 
_ sculpted by more than lifting breviaries and signing crosses in the 
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air. The hairs curled dense around his wrist, disappearing into a 
darkness that was filled with heat and life. 

“Take this, eat of my body and become one with me,” he 
whispered, speaking, surely, only to me. He held the wafer closer, 
till his fingertips brushed my lips, sending shocks along my spine and 
down to parts best left unmentioned in a church. His face came 
slightly closer, hovered, the eyes searching. Deep eyes, warm and 
liquid, they drew me, pulled me out of myself and into him. Framed 
by dark, thick lashes, arched by strong brows, the skull jutting out 
over them protectively, preserving the serenity of their depths. The 
lips moved again but I did not hear, saw only the gentle movement, 
the lush softness, the gleaming teeth. The jaw, strong, somehow 
familiar, was smudged with black — candle soot, whiskers, or the 
taint of sin? The neck a strong column, Adam’s apple constricted by 
a tight white collar, cutting the tender flesh of the man within. 

“Take this, my blood, which was shed for thee.” A single tiny 
curl of silken hair had found its way beyond the barrier of the collar, 
curling defiantly over the snowy whiteness. A triangle of whisker on 
the cheek, overlooked by razor, spot for worship of the real. The cup 
came closer, again the strong hands and thick wrists. A scent not 
incense filled my nostrils, spicy, clean, unmistakably male. A man 
hid here, lived here behind this fusty black. The cup touched my lips 
and I drank thirstily. When he drew it away, a dribble coursed down 
my chin and the man wiped it with the linen cloth in his hand, his 
knuckle touching briefly, gently, hot against my trembling lip. 

Aunt Helen touched me to rise and then drew back, struck by the 
saint’s rapture on my face. The moment broken, I rose and crossed 
myself by instinct, then returned to our pew to wait for benediction. 
As we began to leave, I saw him, standing, greeting, shaking hands, 
and I joined the line. Aunt Helen, patient, stood beside me, lost in 
her thoughts as I was lost in mine. 

The sun was full on him now, unfiltered by the rainbow glass, 
revealing him handsome, even more out here than in the world 
inside. Tall and straight and strong as I had dreamed him, his lovely 
smile turned on each of his flock as they filed by. And then it was 
my turn. My heart smashed against my ribs, my tongue clove to the 
roof of my dry mouth, I felt the blood rushing to my face, staining 
it crimson. Yet still, I shuffled forward, caught now, committed to 
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se. He looked upon me, smiled, eyes fluttering slightly as 
he sensed my passion. Then his hand closed on mine, warm 
‘dry and strong, fingers sliding over palms, thumbs interlocking, 
pressure of his flesh against me. The cassock sleeve pulled 
back, revealing an inch of his strong forearm, a thick vein 
ing lazily upward, wending its privileged way across the surface 
lesh. ‘There was a flash of silver at his temple. Fine lines, born 
es, creased around his eyes. 
ather,” I mouthed, my voice cracked and brittle as old 


My son,” he answered, voice a benediction, soothing, assuring, 
avincing me of the justness of my cause. For I did have a cause 
— a mission, a single goal: to wrest my father back from God 
draw him down again to me. 


av 


D ly assault began at once, and my skills of body served me well. My 
‘Oltered services were joyfully accepted. Father Thomas — Tom 
d the confines of the church — worked with the parish youth 
e them from the streets. Football, soccer, baseball — anything 
er them to the fold — and I, proficient in all these sports, became 
dispensable to his plan. Together, we worked, ran, laughed, and 
ated, playing out the autumn’s glory in a dusty field beneath the 
dow of the church. 
every game, I became his opponent, plotting victory with my 
dtley team. I sought him on the field, tackling him, bumping into 
um, struggling with him in piles of writhing bodies and tangled 
abs. Tom was in his true glory then, the sun gleaming off his raven 
of Kissing his broad shoulders golden color, bringing russet high- 
D s to the hairs on his bare limbs. He never ran from me, meeting 
head-on, muscles straining, nostrils flaring as we wrestled one 
ther to the earth. He was bigger, stronger, bulkier — I, more agile, 
rm ined with a lover’s ardency to bring him down, so I could lie 
Astant on him, feel his heat and hardness crushed against me. I 
him as long as strength and daring would allow, my cock and 
Pressed against his unyielding belly, the silk on his thighs, 
mg me near to ecstasy. Then he would thrust me up and off, 
nble to his feet, laugh, ready always with a smile, a heavy arm 
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across my shoulders, words of praise or thanks that warmed me near 
as much as the sweet heat of his flesh. 

And then, one starry night in late November, when the leaves 
had fallen, dry underfoot, I achieved my epiphany. Our soccer 
practice had run late, and I hung back till only he and I remained. I 
dallied with the equipment till I heard the showers jetting on white 
tile. I stayed a moment more, tension building, crossed to the 
shower, paused. His shoes, mud-clotted, tucked neat beneath the 
worn bench outside the door. The sweat-stained jersey, shorts, 
socks, his jock, strewn on the splintered wood. I touched the 
stretched elastic, the dampness jolting lust up through my fingers, 
along my arm, and to my gut. Lifting, I pressed it to my face, 
breathing in his maleness. A coarse dark hair, caught in the mesh, 
brushed my lips, tickling, shooting shivers of desire. 

Naked, I stood silent at the door, watching his perfection through 
the clouds of steam. His side to me, brown legs and body, ass 
gleaming white and pure, triceps twitching as he soaped his chest, 
then down between his legs. Eyes closed, he faced me as he stepped 
beneath the stream. His manhood hung, heated, heavy, pendulous, 
balls and prick swinging gently with every move. Water caressed 
him, formed changing patterns in the mat upon his chest, cascaded 
down the ripples of his gut and shot off his hooded prick in a thick 
stream, splattering like piss around his feet. 

Eyes fluttering open, a smile of recognition, that flickering gaze, 
assessing my nakedness, registering my growing hardness. A motion 
from him — unconscious, involuntary — tensing, flexing, his arms 
and chest and legs all knotting with his untapped virgin power. His 
cock longer now, I swear it, the delicate pink tip poking from its 
velvet cowl, growing, surely for me. A shaking of the noble head 
flung crystal drops of water from his tousled hair. Two big hands 
slipping down that chest, that belly, to his thighs, reveling in what 
they touched. Eyes downcast upon himself, examining, observing, 
admiring his perfection. Then a sudden moment of modesty, a guilty 
glance at me, turning his back as though the sweet sight of his ass 
would bridle my desire. 

Time for waiting over, I crossed the space between us, grasped 
his shoulders, spun him to face me. His arousal now as plain as body 
language could speak it, the strength of him rising up to point him 
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k to heaven. My task to keep him here, I pressed closer, slam- 
ag my hips against his, catching both our cocks between us as 
bellies, chests touched beneath the cleansing flood. A look of 
whimpered cry, a shaking of the head — don’t do this thing — 


on mouth wresting a groan from him — from me? — soon 


€ scent of soap and sex tickled in my nostrils as I pressed 
ge to desire, my hands touching, devouring the hardness of 
under silken skin. His heat, greater than the water’s, 
8, goading my passion to fever pitch. My mouth slid down 
tongue catching pulses in the veins along his throat. I 
Kec the water from the sodden forest on his chest, mouth 
cking, os the ve point of his tit. A touch of teeth, a 
ader, a swelling of his bloated cock against my belly. Droppin 

blo er, I licked the ridged surface Ried wae eraie 
ic craving that blunted club, center of his manhood and his 


touch so sweet it caused a momentary pain, my chest 
ed, breathing labored, every fiber aching with desire. Hands 
his marble ass, pulling him close, face at last between his 
uing, Savoring a smell and taste no soap could ever wash 
His hands, heavy on my shoulders, tight-clenched, pulling me, 
Shing me away. His balls, squirming on my tongue, leathered 
of man-jewels, tender, potent. Licking up, I touched the staff 
his truncheon, thickly veined, pulsing, jerking, dripping salty 
» +racing bloodlines to the covered crown, I capped it with my 
took him into me, joined us in secular communion. He 
pd, thighs tensed, veins from groin to kneecap pulsing, twitch- 
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ing, quivering with desire. His hands, no longer strong, stroking my 
neck, offering silent benediction to my primitive worship. 

His cap of skin, slipping, moving, sliding back and forth over the 
arrow-shaped perfection of his crown. Juicy, sweet, and salty, the 
water flowing from him bringing my passion to a full and vigorous 
flowering. My cock, tingling, rubbing against the hardness of his calf 
as I gulped and plunged and gasped him deep and deeper in my 
throat. 

Kneeling no longer, hands grasping, suddenly I was brought 
high, ascending in the air, feet scrambling on his thighs. His power 
back, he ripped me from the earth, devoured my pounding hard- 
ness, sucked, desperate, swallowed me to the tight knot of my balls. 
Sensations that I could not even name washed over me, jolted me, 
short-circuited my nerves, left me weak and helpless in this man’s 
strong arms. 

Unfettered, he became the master, untaught, became the tutor to 
my lust. My hands, nerveless now, dropped to rest against his 
straining arms, fingers traced the tortuous course of veins that 
snaked above the bulging flesh. Alone no more, my father-lover held 
me in his strong arms, as waters streamed down on us, washing 
away the mortal sin of unfulfilled desire. 

Sudden, abrupt, back on the ground, toes curling, lip caught 
between my teeth so as not to spill my life force until my father, 
Father Thomas, Tom, shall so decree. He lifted me, cradled me upon 


his chest, dropped slowly to his knees, and laid me, unresisting, on 
the floor. The white, chipped ceramic of a church basement shower 
stall became our watery marriage bed. I looked at him. He, smiling, 
took my hand, lifted it to his lips, sucked each finger one by one into 
his mouth, tongue on finger-pads thrilling me as much as touch of 
tongue on cock. His cock, cowled again like a medieval monk, jutting 
up jaunty from the tangle of his pubes. The little tonsured spot 
peeking at me, a ruddy red with his exertions, the comehole gaping 
at me blindly like an empty eye. I touched it, it jerked back, the head 


flaring like a blooming flower, peeling itself bare in an instant. 


His hands alive now, prying my legs apart, probing dark, steamy: 
hidden regions of my body, unknown to any hands save mine. My 
virgin emptiness opening to him, clutching, grasping, sucking his stiff 
finger into me. A wave washing me, burning away my innocen® 
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“a and eee inflaming me, searing my inside, making me ready 

oe - him. Priestly mnocence set aside, my Thomas glowed 
on, nostrils flaring like a rutting stallion’s, chest heavin 

the water's purifying curtains poured around us, enclosi a 

Pp g us from the world. ihe: 

One hand locked between my legs, the other strokin: 

essing me rocking me. I’d never known my cock so hard feeling 


| . i hardness, stirring feelings soft, tender, intimate as | 
1a a outstretched spike, the power penetrating, burnin 

* : . on Sieg hurling me up into the light of my body’s seb 
_ . y arms around his neck, chest heaving, my thighs 

aining downward to touch his, sheathing him, our bodies becom- 


4 slow and gentle rocking, tentative like a first kiss, every slight 
i unique and new for both of us, this ritual of both ou 
g into humanhood. My father-lover’s eyes locked on min : 
a § equally with tenderness and raw, untrammeled lust. isis 
a : ; oe my shoulders, back, sides, then gripped fiercely, holding 
2 ~ € — as though I would choose flight from what I most 
- ps pumped, I groaned, feeling some new sensation 
w . my body, more intense than hand on cock or tit et 
" _. my breath, took it from me, left me weak and pliable 
ace against his chest, the long-ago moment with the den 
2 cemed. My lips sought out his tit, sucking penta, beste : 
: a of pleasure. The pressure of my lips and reeth 
a .. of me as well — his prick flexing, bucking, 
ia, » i fast, faster as he pumped the rhythm of 
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Of all my feelings, perhaps the sweetest was the knowledge that 
it was I who completed his passion, provided this outlet for his need. 
My prick rubbed his gut, the long dark silk there clutching my 
cock-stalk, tickling me, teasing me to the edge of my endurance and 
beyond. My arms tightened around his strong neck, I sobbed and 
spewed, my come fucked out of me by his steady thrusting. He felt 
my heat against him, held me close, cooing in my ear, his jabs more 
urgent, fueled by the smell of my streaming juice and clutch of my 
throbbing hole. 

He rolled me back, shoulders splashing in the shallow pool 
around us. I looked up, dazed, saw his sleek skull, hair plastered flat, 
tendrils curling against his neck, as he drove deep into me, lifting his 
body, then dropping it, flooding me with searing pleasure a heart- 
beat away from pain. Fast he went, then faster, his breath loud, raw, 
rough, his arms knotted, shoulders tensed, ready to spill the long 
years of denial into me, his chosen vessel. 

No movement now, only a vibration, a look ecstatic, lips drawn 
back from perfect teeth. Then a jolt, a gush of heat, a chaos of 
movement — bucking, pounding, thrusting, pummelling — pinning 
me to the earth and to the moment. Transported, I grabbed my 
dripping cock anew, flogged it, conjuring in a heartbeat a second 
flood, pouring out as it was pouring in, heating me inside and out. 

Then, collapse and total stillness, pounding hearts and labored 
breathing, lips against my shoulder, against his ear, our bodies 
melting together under the benediction of the waters. No sadness, 
no regret — we wore our manhood well, untried, unaccustomed, still 
strange and different, bringing us to one another while pushing away 
all that came before. 

No move to move from either, lying lost to all but one another, 
water still pouring down like spring’s fine, purifying rain. A move- 
ment caught from the corner of my eye — his hand, big, tendon- 
corded, inching up to grasp my own. Our fingers twining, lacing 
inextricably together. Another flash, my father’s ghost, looming, 
smiling down, fading away to nothing. The image of his face 
melding with that of Father Thomas, Tom, my lover, looking down, 
smiling, closing upon me, filling my universe with a kiss. 
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_ What we make, 
what we are 


each night, not really dark: 

stars, trawlers at the horizon, 

lighted living rooms above the dune, 
headlights on the ranger’s jeep, 

Ot too dark to really see, though my jacket tail 
_ and your hair are in the way. 


ll ——— 
rane 


see the sand, a litter of dying seaweed, the wave’s lace. 
ee your head, your shoulders and arms 

in borrowed leather. 
your squatting thighs between my shod feet. 
' the breeze run along the ocean edge, brush my hands 
Ba buffeting caress to my face. 

e US, being boys, cock sucking on the beach — an honorable 
tradition — even faked, it’s honorable. 


& ands of men passing by clap my shoulder, 

_ Pat my butt. 

= your hair stirred by affectionate mussing, 

__ 4s boys walk down to the ocean. 

oa touch is life, history striding into the future. 

well among them now, riding the throes of brotherhood. 
18; being filled, we do our best. We come close. 

y See us. They smile. 
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The image of us on the beach being boys 

stirs my memory, asks me questions: 

My daddy had a picture — him and a buddy 

on leave from the Navy on Waikiki Beach. 

Did he suck cock on the sand, did his friend? 

Did they play like we do, and think themselves blessed? 
Did he sit in the sun and remember the pleasure 

with the root of his cock, the base of his balls? 

Did it stir him just to see it in his mind? 

Did it warm him, like sun-flush, to think what they shared? 


A man might be lonely, or horny, or scared. 

His friend might hold him, help him to bear it. 
The love of good comrades might save a man’s life 
or his soul, like a brand from the burning 

the world was then. 
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T here was a period of time — I remember it as being 
not very long — when I imagined my father with 
bed as I jerked off. I think I was still jerking off in all kinds of 
that were not my bed, not anybody’s bed, often not even 
pped with something to sit or slump on. Projection booths were 
1; and the late-night stacks in the graduate library. Their timed 
Switches gave me an excitingly insufficient warning of intru- 
_ And public bathrooms, of course. (Since I lived in university 
ing, all the bathrooms I used, for anything, were public.) 

here he’d be, looking as much like me as I could cozen my 
l imagination into picturing him. (I once slept, once, with a 
who could have been my twin. The visual and imaginative 
ure far outshone what her skin, hands, and mouth gave me. 
outlasted them, as well.) He had dark blond hair in a crew cut, 
not rosy skin, four blond curls in the diamond over his 
um, visible muscles in his arms and shoulders. The hair in his 
its was blond, while mine is red. His pubic hair was the same 
d color as all his body hair, while my body hair varies in color 
ding to its location. He was only an inch taller than me, and 
eighed me by about thirty pounds. 

Temember, once or twice, trying to use my younger brother in 
¢ way, but I couldn’t do it. He looks nothing like me, to start 
and I lived from his birth until I left my parents’ home in a state 
insane jealousy of him. 

my father I loved — still do — and it never felt more than 
perverse to see him there, lounging on his side, one arm 
oked under his head. The bend at the elbow crowded his biceps 
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into his forearm, pillowed his cheek. I always pictured him with one 
of his mild smiles, the expression I read all my life as approval. 

Of course, you want to know what I did with him, right? The 
usual, more or less — my experience of men was somewhat limited, 
Though, as it turns out, it was then as extensive as it ever got, in the 
flesh. And fucking my image of him, I called him “Daddy,” a form 
of address I never used to his face. As I broke the sweat that means 
an imminent orgasm, if only you just don’t stop now, I begged him 
to “fuck me, Daddy,” just as you'd expect. Just as I’d expect, if I had 
been in a position to expect, and didn’t already know. 

Maybe it was the mildness of the perversity that led me to drop 
the fantasy. Or maybe there wasn’t a whole lot in it for me, and six 
months or so of exercising it milked it dry. Certainly he looks the 
Same as ever, to my imagination, and so do I, in my mind. And the 
thrills of narcissism haven’t deserted me entirely. Or maybe it’s that 
I love him, and know he loves me, and addicted to jerking off as I 

am, he’s not right for it. He shouldn’t be schmoozing in bed with me, 
he should be at home, in his own bed, jerking off, picturing me lying 
next to him, smiling a little, my arm crooked under my head, its 
biceps compressed into a pillow for my cheek. Maybe he is. 
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r ocksucker,” Daddy growls, grabbing my neck 


5 and fucking my face. : ae 
This i not the showy cock sucking I was doing a momen ago, 
om his a Ge just behind my lips and watching 
idd ?s face. Daddy was sitting on the couch, then, and I was 
ning over his lap, trying to tease him into getting a little mean. 
ad mean is what I've gotten, apparently. Daddy’s standing up and 
ishing me down on the floor, and ’'m lucky to grab hold of his 
boo ts to balance myself before his dick starts cance into the 
back of my throat, past the point where I gag. I’m not able to 
breathe, but Daddy doesn’t care about that right now. He’s going 
© come soon and that’s all that matters. I’m just a hole to be fucked 
unti Daddy gets off. Now I’m just a cocksucker, as he reminds me 
Wer and over again, his words in the same rhythm that his cock 
uses my mouth. ; 
M: Daddy’ the only one who can get away with calling me a 
cocksucker. It always gets a rise out of me — sometimes a friendly 
Rohe, sometimes not. I can’t really get angry right now and talk back, 
_ though, because my mouth and throat and world are all filled with 
Daddy coming. It’s not a surprise, really, that I do things for him 
that I was never certain I wanted before. Daddy’s the first one who 
has ever pushed me around this way, slapping me and talking mean 
and low and dirty. Daddy’s the only one who can call me a boy in 
- that way that gets my attention and not my scorn. Somehow 
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Daddy’s learned how to keep me on the line between rage and lust 
until all I can do is give in and beg Daddy to fuck me. 

Daddy hides his dick back behind his jockstrap, now, and I’m flat 
on my ass, wiping my face and trying to figure out what happens 
next. She’s taken a step back, and is catching her breath. After 
coming from fucking with a dildo, there’s always an odd moment 
when reality realigns itself. She probably just came from the base 
pressing up against her cunt and rubbing her clit, but I’m not sure. I 
know that when I get my dick sucked, I come from getting a blow 
job. I only try to figure out how that damned sex toy made me come 
so hard after someone has swallowed my load. 

The first time I read any Daddy porn, I was sickened. I don’t 
remember what story it was, or where I read it, but I do remember 
the way my guts twisted as I read the words. I was repulsed by a 
grown woman calling another grown woman “Daddy.” Totally 
disgusted by the idea that this sick behavior is how a dyke might play 
out her issues with men or her father. A true Freudian nightmare. 
Maybe they were right, we are all sick. 

And I was so turned on I barely had time to stick my hands down 
my pants before I came. When it comes to Sex, never say never. Six 
months later, the kink that you reject today will be your best 
Saturday night. 

“What do you say, boy?” 

I’ve not been paying attention, and I’m confused for a moment. 
Then I figure it out. For a smart woman I can be a really dense boy 
sometimes. 

“Thank you, sir. Thank you for letting me suck your cock, 
Daddy,” I tell her. 

Some of this Daddy stuff is about gender, of course. I haven’t had 
the easiest time feeling good about being a woman, and neither has 
she. More often than not, I feel like a faggot. I’ve worked on my boy 
look. My Levi’s fit just so, and I can show a basket that makes the 
men and boys on Castro Street look twice. Daddy has her own 
faggot look, too. She wears her keys on the left, her leather polished, 
and her knife accessible. With each other, she and I get to be every 

Tom of Finland fuck fantasy we’ve ever wanted. 

I cruise girls like my faggot friends taught me to cruise, ten years 
ago, before the epidemic was real to us. We were invincible and we 
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promise all sorts of serious sleaziness with a look and a 
ith Daddy sometimes, I remember the first night Geoff 
took me with them around the Philadelphia cruising 
told me we were going to go around the Fruit Loop to 
body to fuck Geoff. I didn’t understand why Frank 
fuck Geoff, if that’s what he wanted and they were friends. 
laughed and took me off with them on a bar-crawling 
ure. Geoff didn’t get fucked that night, but that was the night 
ught first about what top and bottom mean, and what 
the back room of a bar. Those men who were just past 
g boys taught me about getting your ass fucked in a way that 
‘sweet and joyful. 
Geof cen oie for two years now, and Frank and I have lost 
uch. The last time we talked he told me he was living with his 
addy, who had pierced his tit. He thought it was hilarious when I 
d him me, too. He didn’t know women had daddies. 
ddy looks at me a moment, and I can tell she’s Comma what 
s to push to get me where she wants me tonight. I’m still 
ed and turned on from sucking cock, and I can’t meet her eyes. 
are always a few moments when we play when I can’t figure 
why I’m doing these things, and this is one of them. Why 5 
am I here on the floor, at her feet and scared to move? She’s 
ed in her chaps and jacket, and I feel incredibly naked in only 
my boots and need. Why do I think this isa good time? = 
y: “Boy,” Daddy says softly, and I remember why I’m doing this. 
“Yes, sir?” I answer, looking up at her. She’s holding a thin band 
of leather in her hands, turning it slowly and making the buckle 
> “This is your collar, boy, do you know that? Do you know what 
means?” 
ves. sic It’s means I’m your boy, Daddy, and I’ll do what you 
ile you choose to keep it on me.” 
a om Is sy, csi in oy bina sist iin Sta mes Se has 
a fierce twinkle, a mix of lust, sadism, and affection. She knows this 
i | the difficult part for me, admitting my need for her to be my 
Dz ddy and hold on to my submission. Just getting hurt is much 
€asier than this. The part of me that belongs to Daddy gets bruised 
sier than any flesh. 
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“Are you my boy? Are you going to give me the things I want?” 
she asks, giving me one final chance to back out. I know what she 
wants me to tell her, the words I want to say to her to consent to the 
rest of this. It’s a struggle, though, to give in, even though it’s what 
I want. 

I take a deep breath. 

“Yes, Daddy. Please, let me be your boy.” There, I’ve said it, and 
she buckles the collar around my neck. 

She holds me against her for a moment, her hands on my 
shoulders and my face on her thighs. I relax against her chaps, and 
we stay that way until my heartbeat slows and I’m calm again. 

She pushes me away, then, and kicks me high on my inner thigh. 
Daddy is like that, holding me and then pushing and surprising me. 
She knows that being kicked is one of those things that makes me 
want to fight back. Daddy doesn’t keep me in the difficult place of 
going under too long, and the kicks I’m scuttling away to avoid, 
looking like a crab, are designed to give me some of my anger back. 

“Get your ass into the bedroom, boy,” she demands, and I go. 

Sometimes this is just a gentle, friendly genderfuck, two butch 

girls getting their inner males together and taking them for a ride. 
She’s my Daddy, and most of the time I’m her boy. Sometimes I’m 
Daddy’s girl. I feel like a drag queen when I wear lingerie, until the 
moment I stop trying to figure out who I am and just be the girl I get 
to be so rarely. Daddy wants me, and it doesn’t matter who I think 
Iam. 

Other times, Daddy is something meaner and I get back to some 
basic fear-and-thrill connection, and hope that this person who can 
hold my life in her hands will try to hurt me too much, and push me 
too hard, and stop just before I really can’t take it. Right now, I’m 
just focusing on the fear part, vaguely aware that the thrill part is 
there, waiting. Is this the time that Daddy will want to hurt me more 
than I can handle? And what will I do if she doesn’t try to hurt me, 
at all? 

I’m still holding onto some sort of common sense, and I don’t 
climb on the bed. I stay on my knees, not caring that they are 
beginning to hurt, and wait for what Daddy wants next. 

She has set up the bedroom. The sling is up tonight, hanging 
from the eyebolts we sunk into the ceiling when we moved into this 
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EPm trying not to look around too much. She probably 
care, because she knows that I can scare myself extremely 
imagining what might happen. She doesn’t care much 
tules I follow, as long as I’m not an asshole and I try to 
st. keep my head down because that’s what a boy should 
at the foot of the bed for his Daddy to come in. 
oses the door, and circles me. I concentrate on remember- 
‘preathe. Inhale, hold, exhale, pause. I've been breathing 
er, $0 why is it so difficult to remember how? 
e turns on her heel and walks away from me, to the rack that 
whips. There’s no friendly flogging or unfriendly strap- 
planned for tonight, though, because I hear her rattle through 
brella stand that holds the canes and select one. She tests it, 
¢ it faster through the air than I could follow with my eyes, if 
watching. I’m very carefully keeping my eyes down, though, 
[hear is the singing note of a well-made cane in the hands of 
ne who knows how to use it. 
ere are a lot of sensations that can be explained, but I would 
get a blind man to understand what a sunset looks like than 
get across the essence of being well caned. It is a unique and 
g sort of pain. No matter how many times I am caned, I am 
lever quite sure that I can take it. I’m always a little reluctant to tell 
cone that I like getting caned, because I don’t really believe 
one likes it. Needs it and craves it, definitely. Appreciates it and 
it, maybe. But no one actually likes it. I don’t really feel like I 
been beaten if I am not caned. The few times I have dreams 
Dou getting beaten, I do not see the cuffs and ropes, or the leather 
hips that I love. I dream about being caned. 
There have been times that I have been caned and it was 
nothing more than a moron hitting me with a little stick. It was all 
I could do to stay still, and not turn and rip the implement from 
their untalented hands and show them how a cane should feel. 
there is an enormous range of responses that can be created with 
| cane. Someone who really understands how to give a caning, the 
acing and the different strokes possible, watching for the intake 
of breath that is inevitable no matter how hard one tries to be still 
quiet, is a gift. Daddy knows how to do this, and Daddy loves 
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With a last kick to my butt, she has my shoulders and stomach 
up on the bed, with my knees still on the floor. I have a wild and 
sudden vision of a neon sign over my ass, pointing and flashing, “Hit 
the Boy, Right Here.” I look up at Daddy, and she’s got her Jaw set. 
She likes this, and that makes it both better and worse for me. 

“Grab on to the bed, boy. I have to cane you now.” 

And she does. She is precise, deliberate, and wonderful. The 
strokes fall, I swear to God, exactly a half inch apart, starting on my 
thighs and working up to the top curve of my ass and back down 
again. I am grateful that Daddy is not asking me to count or ask for 
them. I would really fall apart, then. This isn’t proper English 
caning, but then I’m not a proper English schoolboy, either. They 

keep their clothes on, and don’t get so wet and hard while being 
beaten. 

She’s not doing this in sets of six. She’s Just caning the shit out of 
me, and I’m making little shrieking sounds with each stroke. I’ve 
crawled halfway up the bed, and I hear her take a deep breath. 

“Just three more, boy. Three more, and you'll be bleeding, boy, 
the cane will have you sliced open. Are you ready?” 

I don’t think I am ever ready to be informed that I am about to 
be sliced open, much as I may like being caned bloody, but I know 
I have to let Daddy know I want this. Daddy can be ruthless and 
terrifying, but the most frightening part is that Daddy always wants 
me to know I want the things she does to me. I look over my 
shoulder, and Daddy is watching me, tapping the cane against her 
shoulder. 

I nod. She smiles, and then I’m burying my face in the blanket 
again, screaming for real, now. I know that she is hitting me three 
times, but I can’t tell where one stroke ends and the next begins. She 
drops the cane next to me on the bed, and falls on me. Her weight 
and her strength are what finally push me to crying, not the pain of 
the caning. It’s funny, I can actually take a lot of pain, I just can’t 
stand a lot of tenderness mixed in with it. She’s rubbing her dick 
against my welts and biting my shoulder. She’s also talking to me. 

“That's a good boy, that’s right. You’re my boy, and you're real 
good. You're Daddy’s good boy,” she murmurs against my ear, 
humping my ass. The words she tells me are standbys, well-loved 
clichés of Daddy-boy porno stories, but I don’t care. The things 


Doing It 


95 


me are precious right now, and the words I love to hear 
hey put the caning into perspective. I dry my face on her 
d hump back. She pushes off me, and stands up again, 
me by the back of my neck and putting me back on the 


dy-boy is subtler than Master-slave, and I am not her 
exactly. The boots I want to lick now I polished yesterday 
polish, again, tomorrow. I do my boots and hers for the same 
to show her and anyone else who cares to notice how I feel 
t my Daddy. She’s talking to me again, letting me know that 
get into my head as easily as any other part of me. She pulls 
y thoughts and shows them to me, bringing me back to now. 
ou like that, don’t you, punk. You like being the boy who 
mmes crawling after me, begging to lick my boots.” 
Yes, sir, yes, Daddy, you bastard, I like it. Right now, I’ll do 
- anythin g to get my mouth on Daddy’s boots. Except ask. , 

“Say it, boy. Ask me to lick my boots. C’mon, tell me. She 
ands there, half-smirk on her face, watching me struggle with my 
and lust. 


Sy Lust wins. 


will take me. I’m not much of a submissive, except when I am, and 
Tc do anything she wanted me to, right now. She leans back against 
__ the bedpost, and nods her permission. 

Ym fat on the floor, ee out in front of my Daddy, with one 
boot against my tongue and one boot on my neck. She’s choking me 
and I don’t care. Daddy is permission to have all the things I tell 
“myself I can’t have. Daddy is my safety net, and Daddy is a promise 

_ to stay, even through the difficult days. Daddy doesn't leave. 
B Daddy has nothing to do with my real father, a distant man who 
Made it clear that he loved me but had no idea how to let me know 
that. Iam much more like my father when Daddy and I play: than 
"she is ever like him. The stubbornness and the sarcastic way l ll try 
“to get her attention are all echoes of my father. My father did not 
“abuse me or beat me. He ignored me and was painfully puzzled by 
‘Ty presence, but he did not hurt me. Daddy is all of the things that 
q my father was not. She’s a son of a bitch who is always very clear 
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about how she feels about me, and Daddy knows exactly how to let 
me know she loves me. 

Part of Daddy is an acknowledgment of the old ways, the things 
that are gone that I never knew, and that hurt her too much to tell 
me sometimes. When I’m her boy, she gets to be every fistfucker she 
ever met who’s dead now, and bring him back to her life as she 
brings her fist against my back, my thighs, and my cunt. I get to step 
back from the place where I spend too much time and I can have her 
show me and teach me about our world. Daddy is a way of 
constructing the rites of passage that the outside world does not 
allow me. Daddy validates my way of being in the world. Daddy is 
the one who teaches me what I need to know. 

Daddy’s ideas about the lessons I need to learn are sometimes 
infuriating. I mentioned once, in passing, that the idea of earning my 
leathers was a very hot fantasy. Never mind that every piece of 
leather I have I bought for myself, and no one has ever gotten to tell 
me I didn’t deserve it. It was mine, and how could someone make 
me earn it, now? 

Months later, on a trip across the country to a leather conference, 
she told me one night to unpack my gear and stack it on the bed in 
the hotel room. 

I forgot to take off my boots. And my belt. This was a big 
mistake. 

“Do you deserve this?” she asked, slapping me, and backing me 
up against a wall. She took my belt off me as I cowered. “Think 
you deserve to wear this leather? A boy like you, you’ve got to earn 
your leathers. Gotta earn your gear, kiddo, if you’re going to be my 
boy.” 

Tied and gagged, naked except for my collar, I watched Daddy 
smile and pack my leather. My chaps and uniform shirt, my leather 
vest and cap, my dick and harness, belts and boots and wristbands 
all tidily went into the suitcase. She locked it and put the key with 
the other keys she wears on her belt. 

“If you’re going to be my boy, you're going to earn your leathers. 
Do you understand me?” 

I nodded, but didn’t realize what she meant. I showed up at the 
conference in my sneakers, beltless, wearing my Daddy’s boy t-shirt 
tucked into my jeans. I went through the entire first day like that, 
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ew giving me shit about being out of gear and strangers 
me like a tourist. Daddy spent the day smirking at my 
fort and my pride. ; 
yt my boots back that night by polishing every pair of boots 
told me to, in the dungeon and kneeling at her feet. I 
‘the night as a shoeshine boy, while Daddy would watch, or go 
d help her friends beat another bottom, while somebody else 
Id take over ordering me to polish other people’s boots. Finally 
me service hers, my face streaked with polish, almost crying 
ned my belt back that night, too, after taking a hundred 
of hers, counting each stroke without breaking my stance. I 
ting belted. I hate counting strokes and standing still for a 
_ But she was right, I needed to earn my leathers. : 
‘Tm sure that the conference itself was interesting, but I don’t 
member. I do remember getting my chaps back after being bull- 
whipped for the first time. Daddy had me ask one of the very sweet- 
sng men who was watching us to help, please, with part of 
onight. This friendly man, who happened to be the meanest and 
n ost accurate bullwhip user Daddy knew, smiled and said he would 
e delighted. (Never trust a man with a long and supple single-tailed 
vhip who smiles as big as the Cheshire Cat.) Daddy tied me to a 
se in the middle of the dungeon, and zipped my chaps on me. She 
told me I certainly would earn my chaps that evening, if I did her 
" proud and took this well. I'll do almost anything to have Daddy tell 
“me she’s proud, even struggle with the alarming feeling of having the 
tip of a bullwhip tear mto my ass, and say thank you when it ends. 
Later that same night, I earned my dick back by fucking her, my 
_ Daddy, until she screamed. 
Bs. he is not about learning lessons, though. Tonight I am just 
“immersed in how wonderful it feels to be Daddy’s boy, and I lick my 
~ way up her chaps from her boots to her dick. When I rub my face 
against the fabric of her jockstrap, she stops me. Llook up at her, and 
- she rattles the chains of the sling at me. 
“Get your ass up here, boy,” she says. 
“Yes, sir,” and I scramble to obey. 
_dlimb into the sling and push my ass down so that I’m hanging 
open to her. I put my hands behind my head, and swing my feet up 
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so that my boots are braced against the chains. She ties my boots to 
the chain, with quick, sure movements with the pieces of rope that I 
can never copy. My legs are secure and I begin to float. 

I love being in a sling. All the stresses of fucking other ways — 
fighting with gravity and struggling for leverage — disappear. In a 
sling my legs have a place to go and can take care of themselves. The 
leather curls up around my head, and I am cradled. The sound 
bounces off the walls of cowhide and I can hear clearly all the words 
that Daddy whispers to me. 

“That’s right, Daddy knows how it feels. Daddy knows. It’s 
okay, Daddy’s going to make it all okay.” Daddy talks sweet and 
low to me, knowing that I’ve given in and there is no resistance left 
in me. She touches my ass, and starts to tease me into opening my 
body to her. 

Did I really think that butt-fucking was impossible at one point? 
I can’t believe that, now. This is simply the best thing that I have 
ever felt. My ass is totally accessible to Daddy, now. She has lubed 
her fingers, and slowly puts one, then two, and finally three fingers 
into me. She is touching parts of me that ripple and open for her. She 

pushes into me and spreads me, and I hear myself groan before I 
realize that I am making noises. 

“Oh, Daddy, please,” I say. 

“Yeah,” Daddy says, softly. “Please what? This not enough? You 
need something more? You want something else? What do you 
want, boy?” She squeezes one of my cane marks, but it doesn’t hurt, 
really. It’s just another part of me that Daddy has touched and 
changed. 

“Please, Daddy, will you fuck me harder?” 

That makes her laugh. She tries to sneak up on me, and fuck me 
slow and steady sometimes, but I push her. I want Daddy fast and 
hard, now, not sweet. There’s time for sweet, later, but now I want 
Daddy to fill my ass, to use me and make me her boy. I want Daddy 
to fuck me. 

She leans over me, and pulls her hand slowly away from my 
ass. Daddy hands me a condom while she takes her cock out of her 

jockstrap, again. Its hardness slaps against my belly, and I reach 
down for Daddy’s dick. I roll the condom down its length, and 
squeeze Daddy with my hands. Daddy’s dick is long and hard and 
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a Daddy dick, and I’m always a little surprised that it 
idy ‘pushes my hands away, and starts to pour lube on her 


a off for me, boy. Put your hands down here, and show 
y how hard and ready you are. Come on, show me.” 
Jo what Daddy tells me, and start jacking off, putting on a show 
_’m sometimes shy about jacking off in front of other 
Daddy likes it. 
er fics I’m shocked when I reach down and I find out I 
have an actual dick. Once I started to cry when we were 
: slike this, and Daddy asked me what was wrong. I got angry; 
i told Daddy that I couldn’t be a boy if] didn’t have a cock, didn’t 
s know that? She stopped, and hung on to me and let me cry. She 
Id me she understood, and that I was always her boy. She made 
ne believe that she liked having a boy that was a butch girl, that I 
as never in trouble with her about this. Daddy told me that it was 
ay, then, and I can tell it’s okay now. 
I don’t even notice that Daddy’s cock is going into my ass, until 
eel the head slip inside me. Daddy pushes, and my ass is filled with 
of Daddy’s cock. This is what I have been wanting, and I mater 
e way she fucks me with my hand. Daddy isn’t afraid that she s 
oing to fuck me too hard, and I’m not afraid to ask her. The chains 
of sling rattle, and she rocks me on and off her dick. Daddy 
pound my ass and reaches for my nipple. The sudden and different 
tt gets my attention away from coming. : 
“You're not going to come without asking, are you, boy?” she 
yells at me. 
Oh, no, I wouldn't. I want Daddy to do this, I want Daddy to 
ive this to me. I want to beg and plead, and ask Daddy to make me 
come, let me come. I want this to be perfectly done, an orgasm by 
ideals I hold us to. I want to come all over Daddy’s approval. 
“Please, Daddy, please let me come.” 
She moves in my ass, once, twice, and I can feel her start to 
shudder. 
“Yes, boy. You better come. Come while I fuck all the come out 
O you. That’s right, come like that, come now,” Daddy tells me. 
And I do, thanking my Daddy. 
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She will take me down, out of the sling, and we will fuck some more 
I will take her harness and dildo off, and lick at the wetness dha 
spreads from her until my face is soaked. I bring us both back to our 
bodies and our bed. It is invaluable, this connection we allow each 
other. It is what sex is supposed to be, I think. 

We will stop and clean up, eventually, and finally pass out 
wrapped in each other and the blankets. Just before she falls wiles, 
she’ll reach over and take off my collar. She’ll kiss me, once, and sat 
the collar back on the ring that hangs on her side of the bed. I have 
a neck injury from my rugby-playing days. The collar would hurt 
my neck by dawn, if I kept it on, and Daddy knows that. And I know 
that my collar, and Daddy, will still be there tomorrow. 
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z De he calls. 

i: I quickly open the cabinet and check the re- 
ints. I feel the temperature of his hands and feet to be sure that 
‘rculation has not been impaired. Everything is all right. All 
s straps are in place. His body is covered with a thin layer of 
re and his breathing is rapid and shallow, but this is to be 
pected. After five hours, it is time to start thinking about bringing 
n a back. 

“Tm here,” I softly say. He relaxes a little and the trembling 
gins. It can be dangerous when panic sets in. 

d “Tm afraid,” he says. 

“It’s all right,” I respond, resisting my urge to touch him. “Do 
fou want to come back?” 

“Daddy, ’'m afraid!” 

~ “Do you want me to bring you back?” I repeat. He says nothing. 
[ know that the scene will be reaching its peak soon. 

He says nothing, but his cock is hard and a small teardrop of 
recome appears from his piss slit. If I touch him, he will come and 
t will be over. It will be finished too quickly. 

“Do you want to come back?” I ask again. I wonder what his 
mind is seeing. After five hours in the sensory deprivation box, he 
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is hallucinating. The line between the external world and his interior 
reality is gone. He is free. 

“Are you all right?” I say. 

He is crying, pulling against the restraints as if wrestling with 
something conjured from his imagination. Whatever it is he sees, it 
scares him. I wait for the response, knowing that he is lost in the 
ecstasy of internal sensation. Finally, he is able to recognize my voice 
and begins to relax. 

“Steve,” I softly say. 

“Yes, Daddy,” he replies. 

“Do you want to come back?” 

“No, not yet.” 

“Are you all right?” 

“I was scared,” he says, “but I’m fine.” 

“Everything’s all right,” I say, watching his body suddenly spasm 
as he pushes through whatever it was in his mind. I envy him for 
this private sensation. His whole body tenses and he has an orgasm 
without an ejaculation. The trembling subsides. 

He is my lover, but in the intensity we share, I become Daddy, 
calling upon that magic. He becomes my son. 

“Thank you, Daddy,” he says, as his body begins to relax. I 
wonder what it was, what vision that I could never see that pushed 
him over the edge of his control. What had electrified his entire 
being? With his breathing becoming normal, the usual color of his 
skin returns. Everything is all right. He is safe. It is time to let him 
go again. 

“Tm here,” I say. 

“Thank you, Daddy.” 

I close and latch the glass door of the confinement case, blocking 
out all sound. He cannot see because of the hood and the attached 
blindfold, so I do not turn off the illumination. The black leather 
hood Thad put on him is also equipped with a mouthpiece. I do not 
use it in extended sessions because it hinders his breathing. The 
erotic hood, with its lacing on the back of his head, is enough, wiping 
out the details of his face, separating the two of us for the duration 
of the scene. I enjoy watching him in the cabinet, knowing that he 
cannot see me. It is exciting to see him restrained. He knows I can 
see him. He is aware that I am with him, even though he can’t see 
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1€a me. For the moment, he is free to forget everything and 
simself to experience whatever waits for him. 

om my chair across the room from the cabinet, I observe 

thing. I chose a collection of string quartets because I find them 


ng while I wait for him. With the music playing, I relax into 
wr meditation. My focus centers on the cabinet, the second 
this barrier that separates my boy from me, and I from him. I 
er if he knows how painful it is to not be able to touch him. 
hen not in use, there are two wood doors to cover the face of 
abinet, hinged at the front corners. All I have to do is unlock 
; doors and fold them back to the sides of the case, out of the 
3 keep the key on my key ring that I carry in my pocket. With 
first doors folded back, next I open the second door made of 
iss so I can see him but still have the separation that is so vital. The 
ass is bulletproof, designed not to break. If it protects bank tellers, 
will keep my boy safe. 

Steve did most of the actual work building the confinement 
inet. He likes bringing my ideas to completion, and obtaining the 
essary tools and materials are a game for him. The sawing, 
ling, sanding of the wood, the painting and installation of the 
ss, allows him to manifest into the material world what he feels 
side. He brings a dream to the flesh. The project is more than a 
iece of furniture or an elaborate sex toy. For him, the cabinet is a 
ay to another dimension, a shrine. It is a place to free himself 
‘the distractions of daily life. In isolation he can quiet the storm 
id listen to the songs of his soul. I am a priest, his guide to the 
ystery he craves. 

_ He finished the cabinet for my last birthday. I did not think it 
ould be ready that quickly because of all the detail work that 
eeded to be done. There were the restraints, hidden lights in the 
eiling, a ventilation system, even a temperature control system. He 
vas eager to have it finished in time. 

_ He gave me the key to the cabinet in a padlocked wooden box at 
inner. The key to the little box was in an alabaster incense burner 
at smelled of frankincense. After he stripped and put on his collar 
) show me that he was ready, I followed as he crawled into the 
oom where the case was. Even though I had seen it finished, it was 
{ ot complete until he was kneeling in front of it, waiting for me to 
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incarcerate him there. I took the key out of the incense burner and 
opened the little wooden box and got the key to the confinement 
case. Only when he was inside was the cabinet complete. It was 
beautiful. Free of any unnecessary ornamentation, it stood proudly 
in its simplicity, alone against the wall. When the doors were closed, 
it looked like an ordinary dark oak armoire. The polished brass latch 
was fastened between the door handles, waiting for me to unlock it. 
It was a secret ready to be opened. He knelt in front of the case with 
his head bowed, waiting. When I lifted his chin with my fingertips, 
seeing him there on the floor with his collar in place, his cock hard, 
and his eyes so full of love for me, so full of excitement, I fell in love 
with him all over again. 

The first time I put him in the case, I could not keep my hands 
off him. I could not abandon him to the world of his fantasy quite 
yet. Taking one limb at a time, I talked with him all the while, not 
letting him rush into it. He didn’t seem afraid. There are so many 
small details that could have been missed, sensations of surrender 
and freedom I was offering him. I spent an hour and a half doing 
what would later take me fifteen minutes. After I put the hood on 
him, I kissed him. I told him I loved him. When I closed the door 
the first time, he called out to me, but I did not answer. The 
trembling began. I watched as his entire body tensed. He thrust his 
hips forward against the restraints and shot a load of come onto the 
inside of the glass door. It had only been a few minutes. I did not let 
him out until two hours later. When I unsnapped the blindfold from 
the hood, I whispered that it was all right for him to come again. He 
thanked me and, in a moment, the front of my Levi’s were stained 
with his passion. 

Over the months, the duration of the sessions grew longer. At six 
hours and forty minutes, he suddenly cried out and began thrashing 
against the restraints. His eyes were wild with terror when I took off 
the blindfold. When the last of the restraints were off him and he 
was out of the box, I wrapped him in a warm blanket and held him 
as he cried. He remained cradled in my arms in the blanket and, now 
secure, he drifted off to sleep. He wouldn’t tell me what had scared 
him. I had to accept the fact that I would probably never know. It 
was a place I could not touch. Perhaps someday he will tell me. Until 
then, I will not ask. 
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now, I step back from the case and watch my boy as he drifts 
9 his dream. I wonder what he sees, wishing that I could be 
with him. I realize that I am repeating my thoughts. It has been 

fours of waiting and I am becoming tired. My mind is wander- 
Five hours. Even though I have my distractions, like music and 
, lam alone. Suddenly, I find the music annoying, and the light 
¢ room harsh. Even when I turn off the music so I can enjoy the 
y of the silence and bring down the light, leaving only just 
ugh for me to continue my vigilance, I am still filled with anxiety. 
uld get up and walk around. I might leave the room, if I wanted 
Thave motion and he has the freedom from it. I have light 
: b ing the retinas of my eyes and the ticking of the clock, 

win g louder, pounding against my eardrums. I get up and stop 
e clock. Even in the silent room, there is so much noise. I hear the 
fr ice in the basement. It sends its message to me, whispering 
gh the heating vents. 


- swering machine intercepts the call. With the door closed, I 
inot hear Steve’s outgoing message. But I know each of the 
rds. They play for me, in my mind. I hear the words as clearly 
if I am the caller being prompted into leaving a message at the 
und of the tone. Finally, there is the tone at the end of the 
882 ge, announcing that it is time for the caller to start talking. 
here is the long empty space where the caller talks. I wonder who 
is. What could they be saying? This is followed by the second 
mn announcing that the caller’s message is complete. ‘The machine 
er rewinds, preparing itself for the next message. I cannot tell if 
hear the tone and the sound of the machine as it rewinds or if I 
nagine I hear it. Involuntarily, my mind begins to create a list of 
le who might have called. I ask myself what message each of 
nem might have left. 
- Ihave to stop it. I have to clear my thoughts. 
_ Stretching my stiff muscles, I stand up. Another hour has passed. 
ring into the other room, I see the red flashing light on the 
swering machine announcing that there is a message waiting for 
€. Just before I press the message retrieval button, it occurs to me 
lat I don’t want to be interrupted. I stop. What am I thinking; 
ere is nothing so urgent that cannot wait. There is nothing so 
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sr 
important that I should sacrifice this 
patience, 

Back in the room again, 


and forth. He is strugelin: : 
The end will be very soon, : » Very soon, 


ritual. Patience, it only requires 


Sylvia Ashley Chaste 


‘orbidden game 


SY S asha closed the bedroom door behind her. It was 
i. her task to ready this space for the night of play 
lover Alec had in store for them. One by one, she closed heavy 
pe $ against the October night, lit seven red-and-black tapers, and 

ed down the sheets. From a trunk in the closet, she removed two 
vy leather whips, various rods and paddles, leather restraints, a 
r leash and collar, and a few miscellaneous implements of 
truction. These she arranged on the floor and walls so that each 
as within easy reach yet out of the way. 

Her bedroom arranged the way her Master had trained her, 
ish ‘a readied herself. Carefully, she placed the blazer and skirt from 
t office job back into the closet. These were Sasha’s “power 
othes.” What Alec did with leather and muscle, Sasha attempted 
) do with suits and perfume. She dressed to lend herself the status 
nd respect that her youthful appearance often robbed her of in her 
ob as office manager. Still, it was a relief to shed the clothes that 
lways felt too big, too sophisticated for her, and come home to the 
uiet harbor of a fuzzy sweater and jeans. Sasha sighed with satisfac- 
ion as she closed the closet door. 
~ Inthe bathroom, she noted with apprehension that she had only 
ifteen minutes left to prepare. Sasha had a habit of being late for her 

veekly “scenes,” even though she was never required to leave her 
home. Her Master had often punished her for tardiness, but Sasha 
Could somehow never manage to correct herself. 
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and was excited by her friends’ warnings to stay away from 
erous” woman. Sasha began to frequent the restaurant, 
y she noticed the hardness of the butch’s features begin 
upon her arrival. Sasha’s real triumph came when she 
note into the busboy’s white shirt pocket as she bent to 
Sasha’s fallen napkin. Stolidly, Alec had withdrawn without 
x her carefully composed expression of boredom. Neverthe- 
] kept the date. The next time Sasha appeared for lunch, her 
stony exterior had burst open with irrepressible joy and 
. Sasha had found her top. 
finished showering and dried herself completely. Her fine 
hair settled like down on her pale shoulders. Donning the 
misole with white lace edging that Alec had specifically 
cted her to wear, Sasha flushed at her new image in the mirror. 
transformed into a blushing innocent, small and fragile with 
ke features and translucent skin. The white lace covering her 
easts invited rough hands to touch and squeeze. The pink silk 
ded just over her hips, leaving a mere hint of dark hair visible 
ween her thin legs. Sasha shivered in the cool twilight. 
As she re-entered her bedroom, Sasha noted with shock that Alec 
[been there and left. A hint of sandalwood lingered in the air, and 
ys” had been replaced in their trunk. Something was very 


Now, instead of hurrying through her bathroom ritual, Sasha 
leisurely removed her makeup and stared at herself in the mirror, 
Her eyes were liquid and brown. They gazed back at her with all of 
the unanswered questions from her workday. Slightly sad, these 
eyes always attracted the older men in the office who felt they could 
“help the little lady along” by buying her lunch and offering advice 
for how she could improve her work. Once, Sasha had listened to 
their suggestions earnestly and sought to find meaning in them. 
Now, she took them for the patronizing crap that they were. On the 
job, Sasha had proved herself to be a petite, yet formidable, oppo- 
nent; some of those “worldly” men now reported to her office for 
weekly supervision. 

Naked, Sasha stepped into the shower and slowly let the soap and 
hot water soothe her unease. What she really wanted on a Friday 
evening was a chance to stop playing by the rules and surrender 
herself to someone better, bigger, and unquestionably more power- 
ful than herself. She longed for the chance to e as vulnerable as she 
felt each day — to respond to the unrelenting demands of a butch 
who would nevertheless protect her as she loosed the improper 
desires she held so tightly inside. 

It was this feeling that had led Sasha to experiment with S/M. She 
discovered within herself a devoted submissive and masochist, and 
for years now she had sought the right top to whom she could 
sacrifice herself. Sasha’s search, however, had been frustrated by the 
fact that, even as she strove to give everything to her Master, she 
was somehow never able to free herself from the last layers of 
protection surrounding her inner fantasy world. Too often after a 
scene, Sasha would fall asleep angry at herself for not having “given 
in,” or yearning for the elusive magic that could facilitate the 
surrender of self and spirit she craved. Maddeningly, the key to this 
total submission remained hidden. She felt that if she just tried the 
right thing, something somehow different, she would attain the release 
she sought. 

Sasha had met Alec during a “power lunch” with her femme 
companions at a local Italian restaurant. She had noticed the solici- 
tous attention of the golden-skinned, butch “busboy” who poured 
wine, cleared plates and glasses, stared shamelessly at Sasha, and 
never spoke a word. That evening, she had made inquiries about the 


awing her knees to her chin, Sasha huddled on the bed and 
Soon after meeting Alec, Sasha had learned that the “dangerous” 
rson her friends had warned her about was not Alec at all, but 
s alternate persona, Master Dominic. Alec was a classic butch 
ndsome in the black-and-white men’s clothes she wore, tradi- 
in her taste for soft femmes with a fire inside them. Sasha 
dored her butch, and cared for Alec in traditional femme ways: 
ckrubs, home-cooked meals, and lacy surprises for special occa- 
ions. Sasha pride herself in bringing out the tenderness in Alec, in 
king apart the stone walls piece by piece with small, patient hands. 
sc claimed she could not lay anything but the most gentle hands 
a femme. 
“Master Dominic did not share these qualms. With chiseled 
and flintlike eyes, this sinister persona was an exacting 
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Master. Once when Sasha had taunted her lover with her given 
name of Alexis, Master Dominic had appeared and taught her a 
“lesson” that effectively prevented Sasha from ever repeating the 


mistake. 


Before becoming Master Dominic’s slave, Sasha had been re- 
quired to spend an evening shackled to her Master’s bed in order to 
reflect upon what she was getting herself into. When she promised 
her complete submission, Master Dominic had tested her resolve in 
his own way — with hot wax, needles, and bullwhip. Sasha remem- 


bered vividly how she had cried out only for him to give her more. 
The next morning, while she lay still shackled and healing in his bed, 
Master Dominic had accepted her as his slave. 

As time passed, however, Sasha was finding herself unable to 
repeat her initial self-sacrifice. Master Dominic’s forays into her 
psyche had become bolder and more excruciating, as he not only 
took what he wanted from her, but began to order her to vocalize 
her desires. At the crucial moment in scene, when Sasha was ordered 
to heedlessly shriek out her need to be taken and used, she would 
find herself shrinking from the edge instead, becoming silent and 
ashamed. Gradually, she found herself unwilling to speak at all, 
to take any responsibility for the scenarios she desired so deeply. 
Too many scenes lately had ended with Sasha in tears. She wished 
Master Dominic would just hurt her, rather than insist upon humili- 
ating her. Sasha knew that she had erected a barrier within herself 
to keep her Master out, but she could not fathom how to pull this 
wall down. 

Master Dominic entered the dungeon, closing and locking the 
door behind him. He was smoking, a rare behavior of Alec’s but a 
habit of Dominic’s. He carried a white flexible rod slightly thicker 
than a wire coat hanger. When used, the rod whistled menacingly 
through the air and cut into unprotected skin with the sting of a nest 
of wasps. Sasha and her Master had an understanding that this tool 
was only used for severe punishment, and she had therefore not 
included it among the toys she had so carefully laid out earlier. She 
shuddered to see the lightning toy now in her Master’s grip. 

Even so, Master Dominic’s presence — in black trousers and 
black leather vest revealing powerful biceps and an iron stomach — 
never failed to excite Sasha. The golden, soft skin she so prized on 
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Bi pcared olive-toned and smooth as glass on Dominic. 
d the confidence and power of a man accustomed to 
he wanted. Sasha wanted to wriggle in anticipation of 


face. 
got to work immediately, tying first one and then the 
kle to either corner of the bed frame with two of Sasha’s 
scarves. With a third scarf from her wardrobe, he tied her 
gether and secured them above her head to a hidden eyebolt 
all. Sasha submitted meekly, daring to say nothing until 
. This her Master seemed to have no intention of doing. 
he had finished securing her to the bed, he merely sat beside 
naked pink form and stared down at her, smoking. His 
eyes smoldered in the darkness. Occasionally, a cigarette 
ll unchecked onto Sasha’s exposed belly. He smiled inwardly 
at beaded on her forehead and between her legs. 
ster Dominic had been watching with catlike alertness as the 
etween himself and his slave continued to grow. He was not a 
ent man. He was used to forcing women to submit to him simply 
PI plying the right amount of physical and psychological pressure. 
th Sasha, he could not seem to find the right combination of 
ments to unlock her. The slave who had seemed so close to giving 
rself to him completely in their very first encounter was now 
teadily withdrawing from his influence. He felt that before long she 
be lost to him, and this thought terrified him. Unfortunately 
sha, fear enraged her Master. Whenever he saw his slave's 
grow rigid with her internal controls, he became physically 
. Only Alec’s protectiveness toward her femme kept Master 
ominic from really damaging her. 
Dominic stared with sinister interest at Sasha’s fragile body. He 
ad done well in choosing her outfit. The white lace framed her 
feasts perfectly, and the lower edge of the silk camisole tickled her 
ever so slightly, constantly reminding the slave of its presence. 
laster Dominic knew that Sasha went through a process of mental 
‘well as physical undressing as she prepared herself for him each 
ek. She removed her street clothes, and with them the role of 
werful female in control. She showered and dressed in flimsy lace 
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| | to relax her guard and become the soft, submissive femme he 
| il Mi Il desired. By anchoring her to their bed, Dominic exposed Sasha to him to try to get what he wanted. How could she will 
| his own whims and to her conflicting feelings about allowing herself 19 surrender? If she was holding back, he should discover 
i to be opened. Master Dominic knew Sasha better than she thought bea her. 
i he did, and he knew that her need for control over her unwanted q quelled her rebellion, however. It was the submissive slave 
| | desires was the thing that kept her from release. The Master hoped ske next 


things. A part of her wanted to challenge Master 


tonight to penetrate this control — the last of Sasha’s internal hat have I done to displease you, Master? Please allow me to 
fortifications. : myself.” Her voice quavered in the still dark. 

doing it right now!” he thundered, eyes crackling. “You 
and pretend to submit to me, yet you haven't the slightest 
on of submitting! I don’t waste my time with trash who bow 
to anyone just to get a thrill. Your heart had better be in it, or 
Vt want any part of you. I want your heart, do you under- 


As the evening spun out between them, Sasha’s nervousness 
increased. She longed to beg for her Master’s mercy, but found 
herself unable. Her humiliation in allowing herself to be laid out, 
helpless, before her uncompromising Master bound her more effec- 
ill Wi tively than simple knots ever could. She sensed that her shame was 
HH the keyhole through which she could access the surrender she 

] longed to offer. Yet any ability that Sasha might have had to 
| | sommes her shame into submission withered under Master 
Hi i Dominic’s icy stare. Instead of allowing fear to become excitement, 


terror choked her so that she was unable to answer. She 
was being demanded of her, yet compliance was impos- 
glimpse of what she needed to do was eclipsed by stroke 


Mi | M 
| | Sasha lay motionless — snared by her predator's gaze. roke of lightning pain on her thighs. Master Dominic had lost 
my) (ih! The white toy broke the silence between the couple, cracking ce with her. With no warm-up, he was beating her hard 
Ht i sieeve the sheets, barely sparing Sasha’s face. h to bruise. Amidst her pain, Sasha became certain that she 

| i} You've been holding out on me,” Master Dominic accused, absolutely everything each time her Master laid hands on 
Mh | : 

| i ] | al a i ou 5 began to cry silently, still unable to speak. 

| | : ance asha ange: The word came out small and afraid. er Dominic placed his face close to Sasha’s, his words 
| Don’t deny it, Sasha!” He bristled and raised the white rod. ly: “You will submit to me tonight, Sasha, or I will not visit you 


“You take what you're given, you claim to be grateful, but you don’t 
give back. You hold back and hold back and fall asleep still holding 
back! Do you think you fool me, pretending to submit without really 
going under? Do you think you can climb up onto your high horse 
and escape unscathed?” 


— 
i 


Master’s challenge tore at Sasha’s heart more effectively than 
vhite rod had cut her thighs. Sasha and Dominic had another 
sement that she would never make false promises, nor utter 
; ty threats. Sasha had once promised her complete submission, 
Sasha remained motionless on the bed, the accusations like slaps tc night he was calling this promise into question. 
reddening her cheeks. She knew he wanted her to lose control, to let lever before had Sasha felt so unwilling to live up to her 
herself fall so deeply under his spell that she forgot herself. When- imitm ent, however. Her legs throbbed from the brief but vicious 
ever they played, this effect was what she tried fiercely to simulate. in they had been given. Her pride was even more inflamed. 
Now, Sasha was frightened that her Master had read her so well. She v dare he expect her to open to him? He had never been so brutal 
had hoped for his sake that she was putting on a convincing act. S words or his actions. How could she surrender to him? 
Another part of Sasha rebelled at the harsh words, however. Had a ardly, Sasha despaired. She longed to be vulnerable, yet she 
she not welcomed all his abuse? Did she not still have bruises and ly could not trust her vulnerability to someone as distant and 
even scars from some of his “lessons”? Sasha felt herself close as she oe as this Master she had chosen. Master Dominic sought only 


Doing It for Daddy 


114 


his own pleasure in their encounters. Sasha realized that what she 
needed was Dominic’s force of will, but Alec’s tenderness ang 


commitment to her. She needed a guide who would care for her as 
she explored the illicit fantasies that haunted her dreams. Master 
Dominic was not the top for her, after all. Riding waves of sadness 
that threatened to interrupt the scene, Sasha prepared herself to let 
her Master go. 

“Fuck you, then!” Master Dominic spat, sensing the change in 
her. Without another word, he fetched gloves and lube from be. 
neath the bed and smoothed the latex over his hands. 

Sasha was horrified. He was readying his fist for her — something 
she had taken a few times before but never without pain. Even the 
explosive orgasms she had experienced at the mercy of Master 
Dominic’s fist were not enough to counter her resistance to this type 
of sex. Before his fist began to penetrate, she always felt as though 
she were being butchered. In her present state, this was worse than 
anything her Master could do with toys, tools, or weapons. 


Implacably, he smoothed lubricant over his gloved hand, spread- | 


ing a generous amount on Sasha’s inflamed cunt. Terrified, she 
struggled against the restraints. 

“Don’t! Please, I'll be good!” she begged. 

Her Master was unyielding. “I'll have your heart if I have to 
reach up there and grab it myself,” he menaced. 

“Master! Alec! No!” Sasha screamed as his fingers entered her 
body. 

Master Dominic paused briefly, glaring. “Alec ... isn’t ... here...,” 
he said, punctuating each word with another thrust into his slave’s 
helpless, squirming cunt. 

Sasha lost control as his hand entered her. Bucking and twisting, 
she strained to free herself. She screamed and spat, and suddenly 
began whimpering softly as she realized her resistance was futile. 

Master Dominic closed his fist inside her. 

Sasha’s movements had driven his hand within her completely, 
and in her turmoil she barely noticed the pain. She felt so exposed, 
lying half naked on the bed, tied down, and at the mercy of her 

Master’s fist. She began to cry helplessly as he fucked her. 

Master Dominic felt a rush of adrenaline. He knew he was close 
now. Sasha had never been able to tolerate this kind of fucking, 
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4 ea eae 
‘if 


‘ -slave: completely 
 educed her to the state of a true sexs 
yy the sensations in her body, regulated by his ese 
no way, now, that she could mentally withdraw 
that she could sntellectualize what was happening, 


d her. : letely 
ae. are itself for orgasm, comp 
“ Bs. dl sot The slave stared at her Master 


' to me now. 

7 anted all along. Look how open you aré 4 
ia ocd unconsrolly, feeling her Master's fingers stro 
ck while his other hand pumped inside her. baa Be 
sder was inevitable. 


ch thrust of his arm was a sweet shock that set stars dancing 
a of her eyes. Tears streaming from her face, 


Sasha began to 

‘meet her Master’s thrusts, matching his rhythm and intensity. 
.ced to keep up with him. | 
she Be bere She felt like a stranger, being fucked by 
™ infinitely wiser, more experienced, her superior every 
Jet the fearsome figure had done almost nothing to poses 
hi In his arms at the moment, she felt only ees : a 
finic’ ften even as he fucked her s , 
a hich her cere eens ‘The curious mixture of tenderness 
supre m eminded her of— 
vm hI pam as the stirrings inside her became zo 
a a ¢ insistent. She struggled for control, still gazing sear gly 
) the bove her. 
( se little Sasha, the stern eyes commanded. Let go! 

d next. 
‘Sasha had no control over what happene : 
; Oh, Daddy!” she cried. “Daddy, help me! pine pe 
sly, she gave herself up as her orgasm crashed — : oe 
; hh it’s all right, little girl,” Sasha’s eae ne e fn 
, hi in his a2 ied and cried. The latex 
re he lay in his arms and crie 
? toned a the comforter, and Sasha was curled into a ball on 


s lap. iff. realizing onl 
a felt as though she had been pushed from a cliff, r a g only 
fterward that someone had been there to catch her all along. 
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“T didn’t ... think you would hear me,” i iffli 
thir »” She said, sniffling, 
tried to explain this feeling and her cry of terror earlier. a 


“Sill 0 i h ch “ * 
Ri di e chuckled. “Your Daddy will always be here to 


Ben Harris 


aw 


In the months that followed, Master Dominic made good on his 
threat not to visit Sasha again. Still, Sasha found herself thinking of 
him often, ever grateful that he had been forceful enough to a 
beyond her limits. With her control wrested from her, Sasha found 
that she could be the little girl she felt inside herself eincks day. She 


ong-lost brothers 


direction of the Dadd: she co 
abandoned herself to his ie Sd i Piece aaa 
f pulled up to the bar on the edge of town a little 
after ten o’clock and parked my Harley right in 
t. The old motel was still to one side of it, and the grim carcasses 
yarded-up factories towered above. In their shadows, I tugged 
my jacket and stuffed it in my pack. Next, even though the 
berature was edging down toward freezing, I peeled off my shirt, 
ering as I pulled on my torn, faded denim vest. 
The place had been easy to find, even though eight years had 
ed since I last saw it. In those days, you had to leave town 
| drive past fields to get to this place. I had ridden an older, 
tup Harley out to it many times back then, fantasizing about 
at might go on behind the heavy red door of the bar. It didn’t 
lly matter that I was underage then — I was too scared to even 
y to get in. But I had spent many nights hidden across the 
ad, staring at that heavy door with the single bulb glowing 
ve it. 
Well, I was no longer afraid, and I was intent on finding Patrick. 
dulled open the red door that had haunted my past and entered, 
2king for my future. 
The place was pretty packed already, dimly lit and thick with 
arette smoke. Old disco music blared as I made my way to the 
ater of the room. I looked at no one directly, but scanned the 
towd for Patrick. Every patron in the room got to take a nice, long 


Master, however, each win i 
, » each try evening, when Sasha snuggled be- 
tween the firm and loving arms of her Daddy, she could ee she 
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atly toured the town for the remainder of the afternoon, 

to fall so I could check out the inside of that bar and 
. Everything I saw confirmed that I had been right 
¢ these solid citizens the bird and head out. I could have gotten 
in one of the factories. But then I would have been just one 
working stiff for them to lay off once the recession hit. 

ypped and stared at the factory my useless dad had worked 
arded up and empty, it was the perfect monument to my 
t family life. A security guard eyed me suspiciously as I sat 
. He was a sexy older guy — probably a former worker in the 
ry. I stared right back, daring him to put me in my place, to tie 
jd and sassy ass to the chain-link fence surrounding his factory 
uck me raw. Come on, my gaze tried to tell him, guys like you 
your weathered skin and rough hands, your experienced dicks 
demanding muscles, get my blood boiling and my ass twitching. 
me over here and take control of me, my eyes silently challenged. 
it was the Midwest, not the West Coast. He didn’t get it, so I 
aed my motor and roared off. 
assing empty shops and deserted factories as evening fell, I was 
rised by how turned on I felt as I contemplated meeting Patrick 
From what I remembered of him, he wasn’t the kind of man 
) would ordinarily get my juices flowing, though he was probably 
lone hot guy. But when I finally stood in that bar, searching the 
ces in the crowd for Patrick, the tingling tightness in my crotch 
maled that I had high hopes for the evening. 
1] saw him. He had changed some, but I would have recognized 
fick anywhere. Dark brows still floated above those penetrating 
Back in high school, he had kept his hair cut really short. Didn’t 
int to be bothered with it, he had said. Eight years later, he had a 
ick black mane that flowed to the black leather jacket on his 

loulders. Dark hair covered his bare chest beneath the jacket. 
_ Tjust stood grinning stupidly until his eyes met mine. Then that 
lashy smile I remembered spread across his face, and I moved 
ward him at the bar. Our embrace was spontaneous and hard — 
v0 long-lost companions finding each other after many years. Our 
Onversation was awkward at first as we sketched in our history 
nce high school graduation. He had gone east and I had gone west, 
ut our paths had been pretty similar. 


hae he beeen Pairs of eyes study me, I looked for Patrick 
he t ged too much. It was only by chance that I 


ten minutes after high school graduati 

tion. 
followed my hunch and ein iG ri 
Se didn t know what I was looking for, but I called up crazy old 
= ie as soon as I had reached town. Since her son Patrick 
: | my only friend back in high school, maybe I could find out 


* 


what had happened to him, 


My eyelids had 
HI nously. The air inside es beavy an Mr. Quinn babbled monoto- 
Ay Ai € the phone booth grew warm and stuffy, and 


yes matter-of-factly that Patrick was in town 
rying to keep from soundin: i 
from § too excited, I managed t 
to admit that Patrick didn’t usually stay with her a 8 aa 
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As we began to talk more easily wi 
y with each other, I noticed 
emerge from the restroom. Our eyes locked for the briefest of 


bie Snare ie : the Big Apple, the older man Just 
e. y, he turned toward th i 
bought a pack of ci ae agin 
garettes. Then he headed i irecti i 
looking into my face, h i ick. Pa ease co 
Ne Ste ce, he stopped beside Patrick. Patrick looked at 
bis ee “Eig said to him, “this is Skeeter.” As Noah reached 
. right hand to shake mine, his left arm circled Patrick’s waist 
» €ven our taste in men was the same, only Patrick had 
Noah first — about three years ago. a 
“So you're the long-lost Skeeter I’ 
So ve heard so much = 
sa - gare roaming Over my torso and crotch. Mea 
Ne se omgtar shifting my weight to make sure he got a 
ce e u. We used to hang out with each other in high school.” 
ooked directly back at him, confident he would understand the 


Patrick laughed, a little emb 
7 arrassed. “I always said 
only person from high school I could talk with, the en damn 
ed sure was gay, even though we never talked about it. Seems 
€ you had the same suspicions about me, too.” 


As Patrick grinned at me, I realized why we had never had sex 


like a couple of kids, 
: rs just ignored us, humoring us for a while. He bought us 
€w beers as Patrick and I continued to talk about the old days 


cece 
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1e barely listened to us, his eyes roaming the room as he 

ked his cigarette and sipped his beer. Occasionally, he would 
nce indulgently at Patrick, absently stroking his hair or chest 
ly. 
bc that’s what I had come back looking for, that kind of 
ity with someone. I watched that affection and ease between 
y my age and a man ten or fifteen years older and was jealous 
I wanted something like Patrick had. No, I wanted exactly 
jat Patrick had. I wanted Noah. 

After a while, Noah broke in. “Skeeter, Patrick tells me you don’t 

any family left. Need a place to stay tonight?” 

ell, [hadn’t really made any plans,” I answered. “I just figured 
j find someone here.” 
“You'll stay in our room,” he said, a statement of fact more than 
n offer. “Come on, it’s time to go.” Noah was tired of indulging us. 

_ The smile on Patrick’s face told me he had no objections, so I 
lowed him and Noah out the door and across the parking lot 
ward the motel. As we passed through the light coming from the 
jotel office, the desk clerk glanced up from his newspaper. He 
yatched us for a few moments. He had ebony skin and looked like 
¢ had a pretty powerful physique under his sweater. I guessed his 
ige to be about the same as Noah’s. 
_ “Like what you see?” Noah asked, noticing my gaze. “You just 
be a good boy and keep your eyes to yourself.” By then, he was 
ing the key into the lock and opening the door. He walked in, 
ediately tugging off his shirt as Patrick shut the door behind us 
and switched on a lamp. The room wasn’t very big and the furniture 
was cheap. But at least it seemed clean. Or maybe the dim light of 
the lamp just didn’t let me see any dirt. 
R Noah sat on the bed, leaning against the wall. With no hair on 
his chest, the muscles of his pecs and flat stomach stood out in sharp 
‘Telief. The legs that stretched before him filled out his jeans, match- 
"ing the tight fit of the crotch. He lit another cigarette. I took my cue 
from Patrick and simply stood there, waiting for Noah to say 
Something. I felt a familiar flutter deep in my gut as it became clear 
that Noah had taken charge. The feeling was part desire, part fear — 
all excitement. We waited as Noah calmly smoked and studied us 
both — scrutinizing me in particular. 
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“Take off your clothes, Skeeter. I want to see the pretty little ass 


every eye in that di 
2 we ca dive next door has been glued to for the past two 


eerie the bed, Patrick leaning against the dresser. I hooked my 
; $ in the denim waistband and leisurely shoved my pants 
own. The perfectly round, white globes of my most valuable 
nats ee emerged into view. I bent over to pull my pants off. 
easin em . th . . . . ae} ; 
a with a brief glimpse into the depths of my inviting 
“Don’t turn around, Skeeter,” Noah 
; : s ordered. “Just keep bendin 
over like that. Now spread those cheeks you've been rest ae 


Skeeter?” 
“Yes, sir,” I answered, still bent over. 
: 1, » My ass cheeks spread wi 
for a my butthole a tight, inviting ring of sex flesh. — 
€ way you stood around with that butt i 
packed into those 
pats _ — the crowd tonight. Made me feel sorry for those 
when = i 
piace €d you out of the bar,” Noah continued. “Now turn 
ati ; faced ne his eyes smoldered like the end of his 
€. te ground it into the ash 
letaisteuk ue. ashtray as he checked out my 


“Now go kiss your old high-school pal,” 
i v al, h “yy: ‘ 
like a long-lost brother,” . € told me. “Kiss him 


each other. 


bs ea Noah growled. “Daddy’s impressed. Now get 
ur 

ome ees, Skeeter. I want to see you suck your brother’s 

se py as I enjoyed making out with Patrick, I really wanted 

) on the bed and run my tongue over Noah’s chest. But the 
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of hi voice let me know that he expected to be obeyed, so I 

ed to my knees in front of Patrick. He put his hands on his 

offering me the firm bulge thrust at my face. I quickly unzipped 

a and pulled out a fat, eight-inch cock. I wrapped my lips around 

und had it rock hard in seconds. I made sure it was slick, easy to 

le my lips up and down. As my mouth rode its length, my tongue 
ed and slurped the entire shaft. 

Patrick’s hands grazed over my short hair to the back of my head, 
me deeper onto his dick. He moaned loudly as his hips 

to seriously pound my face. 

top it, Patrick. Back off!” 

obeyed Noah immediately. He stepped away from me, 

tight to the base of his dick to make sure he didn’t come. 

“Ts he good?” Noah asked. 

“Yes, sir. Skeeter’s an excellent cocksucker.” 

“Skeeter, Patrick tells me you’re an excellent cocksucker. Is that 
ne?” 

4 es, sir,” I answered. “I always try my best to give excellent 


hen get up on this bed and show me what you can do. And 

u better do more than just try.”__ 

9 [jumped onto that bed in a split second, on my hands and knees 

etween Noah’s outstretched legs. I pressed my face down against 

he hardness in his crotch. I breathed deep, inhaling the musky 

ragrance of sweat and piss through the denim. My lips traced the 

Inmistakable outline of a long, hard dick. 

_ “You want it, Skeeter?” Noah asked. “What is it you want so 
= d?” 

- “You, sir,” I mumbled, barely intelligible as I pressed my lips 
against the material restraining his dick. “I want to suck you.” 

__ He gripped me firmly by the nape of my neck and pulled me off. 
Then he unzipped his pants, letting me first see the dark pubic hair 
With scattered flecks of gray. He stopped when the base of his dick 
ame into view. He still held me by the back of my neck, so I could 
Only watch as that base swelled. The rest of his cock shaft was still 
restrained and hidden by his jeans. 

_ “You. want it bad, don’t you, Skeeter?” Noah taunted me. “You 
P Osed so tough in that dive across the parking lot. A little punk acting 
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like a piece of rough trade ready to fuck every 


What you were really lusting after was su kgs man in that place 


daddy dick. Inside 


dick that looked darkly angry at being held back. “I 
“oe I love cock, lots and lots of hard cock.” 
oah yanked my head u dass 
P so I looked him right in th i 
ie low, an ominous whisper, he said, “Well oe sia _ 
ots and lots of dick tonight, Skeeter.” ; ian: 
ae ni finally pulled his meat out and ran his hand up and 
: sir ; * Te shaft. He squeezed it tight and forced a drop 
( ut of the purplish head. N 
Just enough to lick away ie salty drop. signs iui nine 
That was just a taste, boy. Now open wide.” 
I stretched my mouth as he sh 
dick raced through my mouth and i 


down. 


Noah kept up this treatment f 
know what kind of hard es 


pretty-boy butt of yours.” Then 


When Patrick was done, Noah yanked my face off his dick and 
ed for a few seconds to roll a 
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down his shaft, then his dick head pushed at the entrance 
uck chute. 

, ente ed with no problem — I’ve got one of the hottest, 
welcoming asses around. My ass ring clamped tightly around 
meat. With the head just inside the entrance, he paused to 
sciatively run his hands over my ass. The touch of his rough 
; on my smooth skin, along with the dick head poised just 
s my asshole, sent shivers through me, setting my butt on fire. 
se, sir, fuck me.” 

Joah just chuckled, teasing me by holding off, continuing to 
¢ and squeeze my ass cheeks. Pretty soon, I was a whimpering 
begging him to plow my ass. The stroking came to a stop as 


h gripped my hips firmly. 
“Okay, Skeeter,” he growled, “you asked for it.” 
Noah jerked forcefully on my hips, pulling me back hard. I 
outed in pain as he abruptly impaled me. What I had wanted so 
lly a few seconds before suddenly felt like it would pierce me 
ough. Noah didn’t move a muscle, keeping his dick far up my ass 
Patrick moved in front of me. Patrick kissed and caressed my face 
d shoulders, encouraging me and coaxing me. It wasn’t long 
fore my face lost its painful distortion and settled into lines of 
asure and bliss as my ass relaxed around Noah’s dick. 
- Noah felt the change and began moving in and out, fucking my 
ut with the same long, deep strokes he had used to fuck my face. 
de called Patrick over and whispered something to him. Then 
atrick left the room and Noah focused his attention on fucking. His 
lands once again caressed my cheeks, then slapped them hard, 
igniting the fire in my guts. Pretty soon, my whole body felt like it 
was smoking, and the hottest flames were in my asshole and groin. 
My ass ring gripped tighter around Noah’s dick, and my own meat 
Teaked all over the bedspread beneath me. 
I was only vaguely aware of the door opening and shutting, not 
_€ven curious what Patrick had been up to as his old man reamed my 
‘ass. So it took me by surprise when two dark legs and a fat, dusky 
dick flopped onto the bed in front of my face. Dark veins stood out 
“along the shaft as the motel desk clerk stretched the foreskin back 
off his crown and aimed his torpedo at my face. 
t “Work fast, baby,” he said. “I only have a fifteen-minute break.” 
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I happily obliged him and sucked eagerly on the head, polishing 
it with my tongue. I tried to reach up with one hand to caress and 
feel the hard muscles on his chest, But he shoved my hand away. 

“Your mouth, man,” he said. “It’s your mouth I want to feel on 
me.” So I shoved him into my head until my nose was burrowin 
into his dark, shiny pubic bush. A sweet and funky odor drifted from 
behind his balls. I had’to have a taste. I let his cock slip from my 
mouth and ran my tongue under his balls. He lifted his legs slightly, 
letting me get at the short hairs and ridge of skin between his balls 
and ass. I breathed deep as I licked and sucked at the ebony flesh. 

Seeing the back of my head diving into the black man’s crotch 
really got Noah fired up, because he suddenly picked up speed as he 
rammed my ass. Noah’s moans became louder than my slurping or 
the smack of his hips pounding my ass. He let out a shout, gave a 

final thrust, and held himself crammed far up inside my belly. When 
I felt his warm juice pooling deep within me, my own dick started 
shooting. I had to pull my face out of the desk clerk’s groin so I could 
groan with pleasure and satisfaction as my cock dumped a huge load 
onto the bed. 

Noah’s dick sliding out of my hole brought me back to reality, 
focusing my attention on the unsatisfied, dark prick still a few inches 
from my mouth. I started to suck it back in, but the desk clerk 
jumped off the bed. 

“T’ve got to sample this back door,” he said, grabbing a rubber 
and taking Noah’s place. “For a skinny little white boy, you ain’t 
half-bad.” His cock was fatter than Noah’s so I had to stretch a little. 
But he wasn’t as long, and I was able to take him with no problem. 
Soon, he was pounding away, racing toward his own explosion as I 
began to build toward another come. 

I looked to the side of the bed and saw Noah removing the 
condom from his softening dick. He took the final drop of come 
from his piss slit with his finger, reached over, and rubbed it onto 
my lips. As I licked my mouth clean, I glanced back at him, hoping 
for more. But he was gazing beyond me to the other side of the bed. 

“Go ahead and sit in front of him. He’s a great cocksucker,” 
Noah said. 

I turned to see Patrick with some other guy. I thought I recog- 
nized him from the bar. He shucked his clothes to reveal dense blond 
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his legs and chest. Then he sat in front of me on the 
read wide. 
. you're a great cocksucker, Skeeter,” Noah said % 
You better prove me right. Patrick’s Daddy don’t tell no lies. 
t to work and filled my mouth with the new guy’s meat as 
clerk started pounding my ass fast and furious. He shot 
soon, and it wasn’t long before the guy I was sucking shot a 
load deep in my throat. I did Noah proud. My mouth was 
d up and my jaw was good and loose. I was able to give head 
the beefy blond dude shouting as my throat milked his dick. 
I didn’t get off the bed, because right away there was 
cone new at both my holes, ready to press in. That bed had 
ome a drive-in fuel station, with me as the full-service pump. And 
e door kept opening and closing as more men entered the room. 
tty soon, we had so many gentlemen callers in that sleazy 
jotel room that Patrick had to get up on the bed beside me. Noah 
ist have bragged about us to every man in town. It was an all-out 
ng bang, a fuck-and-suck circus. My jaw became numb after a 
i though my asshole stayed tight and inviting all might long. But 
vasn’t about to complain, because throughout the night, I kept 
aring Noah talk about his boys. Then he would offer some dude 
> hole of his choice. So no matter how numb my jaw, how sore 
y ass, or how cramped my muscles, I took whatever size, shape, 
F color of man Noah ordered me to. Because I liked to hear that 
Saad some, mean Daddy call me one of jus own. 
Te wasn’t until dawn was breaking that I felt some guy pull out of 
y ass, and didn’t feel another one immediately take his place. I 


men had been sweating over us, sometimes shooting their wads 
our backs and faces, all night long. We moved to the center of 
he bed, pressing our slick, sticky bodies together in a friendly, 
rother! hug. 

“All right, you two, break it up and let me in here,” Noah growled 
as he wedged between us. He stretched out, pulling us close on either 


for Daddy 


128 


side. Patrick and I each had a 
foreheads touching as we rested 

; “Jesus! You two cubs sure 
night — you boys made me real 


against Noah’s proud, solid chest. 
are — But you were great last 
roud, I’ i 

a huge breakfast, eat as much re you Wah Deas Sis we 
here, pack up, and head for New York. You're coming with P 
Skeeter. You found your long-lost brother, guess that nuke - 
your Daddy. But first you two have to hit the showers.” _ 
That was the only order we didn’t follow. In fact, I barely heard 
It, since by then Patrick and I were falli g into a deep none slee 
Funny, having to come home to find the thing Id left Wine to on 


for. I wanted to laugh, but all I 
y ul 
contentedly asleep. could do was fall more deeply, 
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James Williams 


hen I was a callow young man I was sure I'd 
make a good father because I was soo-o-o fond 
kids. They were inherently sweet, I often said, full of 
ssibilities, and innocent as clouds. Some of my friends who were 


2 
i 


uninformed. A few ignored my romantic effusions altogether. 
ventually someone would remark on the economy, foreign hostili- 
es or reincarnation, and conversation would resume. 

_ When one spring I finally did get married — the last of my crowd 
do so by a half dozen years — the love of my life and apple of my 
ye presented me with a bouncing pair of ready-made two-year-olds, 
ne pink and one blue. This, I asserted with my cheeks flushed and 
ly eyes aglow, was what I had been born for: Daddy. Somehow the 
ford just seemed right. 

_ Throughout the summer I rushed home from my job to be the 
first adult male at the local park, pushing my double stroller with my 
darling freshly turned out in brand-new shirts and shorts (or coats 
and hats depending on the weather), bright balloons and Mylar 
Trailers streaming from their chariot’s plastic fretwork, a waterproof 
Sack of diapers, powders, unguents, and balms, and bottles full of 
apple juice slung across its handlebars. Women whose children were 
their work took note, and men who hated Sundays thought I was a 
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traitor: Chill out, a younger one confided to me at the swings, you re 
gonna get a reputation. One day I found another man trying to let the 
air out of my stroller’s solid rubber tires. 

At home, I fed the kids, gave them their baths, wrapped them in 
huge terry-cloth sheets with their names embroidered in contrasting 
colors, read them bedtime stories in the fading light, then tucked 
them in, whispering sweet nothings in the holy whorls of their baby 
ears. Finally I returned to the woman whose labors had given me so 
much happiness. 

Carin was no stranger to the simple joys of motherhood. She’d 
dropped an older couple of whelps in the years before we’d met, and 
had sent them off to be raised by their fathers in a pair of far-off 
lands. She loved birthing babies so much I never knew when she'd 
do it again. 

One evening after the kids had gone to sleep, my honey-lamb and 
I sat alone on the porch of our modest suburban home beneath a sky 
full of nighthawks. 

“What is it about babies,” she asked, “that makes you go gaga?” 

I sighed a deep, contented sigh. I could feel that my lips made a 
moue of a smile, and the skin of my nipples tingled. 

“Is it their tenderness? Their helplessness? Their warm and 
hopeful natures? Or is it their soft skin? The possibilities residing in 
their futures? The ‘abulae rasae that they seem to be?” 

I had never had children of my own, and had always wanted to. 
My smile grew slightly melancholic and my lips began to fall. “It’s 
all of that, Carin. It especially has to do with their innocence, and 
the trust they place in me. I love to be trusted as deeply as that, and 
the best way I know to receive that trust is to be a Daddy. And what 
is required to be a Daddy is kids.” 

Carin buffed one fingernail with a thumb. “Any kids?” 

A few days later when I rushed home from work the kids were 
not at home — but Carin was, sitting in a largish playpen full of dolls 
and bright soft plastic things. She was wearing rubber pants stuffed 
with diapers and a soft white cotton smock with little yellow duck- 
lings waddling around its borders. The matching bib had yellow 
letters spelling out her name. 

“Carin?” I asked, startled enough to leave the door ajar. 

“Gaa,” she answered, “goo. Daddy.” And she held her arms 
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me. elbows akimbo, one pudgy hand clutching the ruptured 
of an ancient Cabbage Patch doll. ‘ 
lowly I approached the playpen, bent down, and lifted her out. 
Jing.” I said as the doll fell away, “you’re wet.” of 
sarin cooed and burbled in my ear as I carried her to the dining 
and laid her down upon its cotton cloth. She seemed entranced 
he glass crystal teardrops in the chandelier above her, tinkling in 
from the open door. I lifted her bottom with one hand 
ed the rubber pants down with the other. The sweet pungent 
milk-and-apple juice urine pricked my nostrils. I unpinned 
diapers and dropped them, along with the rubber pants, into a 
ket someone had thoughtfully left beneath the sideboard. 
Above it, on a shelf, I found a bowl of warm water; a soft, clean 
vel; and a pile of fresh, large diapers. I soaked the towel and 
ang it out, then gently bathed Carin’s closely shaved pink puden- 
m . She giggled with unashamed delight, although her eyes stayed 


a 


ed on the chandelier where sunlight shattered into all its hues. 

A er I dried her, and powdered her, and diapered her back up, 
fted Carin in my arms. Face-to-face with me she laughed and 
ched my nose. I was at a loss, though. Could I take my grown- 
wife to the park spilling out of a double-sized baby stroller, 
essed in diapers as if she’d lost her mindP 
shrugged. War, disease, and famine were decimating the world’s 
verblown population, but I was still a Daddy. 

People gave us lots of room as I wheeled my little girl past the 
1c pond. She shrieked and pointed her hand excitedly at the fat 
irds that scurried clumsily from our path, and bounced in her seat 
hen she heard the bells from the ice cream cart. I bought her a little 
me and watched with glee as she relished the cold concoction, 
mearing it on her face and hands and bib. When she finally threw 
he cone down I took it and tossed it in the trash, then spit on a 
apkin and tried to rub the worst of the stickiness from her hands 
nd face. But Carin wrinkled her nose and scrunched up her eyes 
nd pulled away from me. And when I forced the issue, as any 
arent should, she began to cry. So I made a quickie job of it and 
id, “See? All done. Okay?” For a minute or so she looked at me 


Spiciously, as if unsure I could be trusted. But then she seemed to 


c rget all about the incident. 
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The sun had started to set and the first nip of fall was in the air, 
so I turned our stroller around and made for home. There I fed her, 
and while I drew her bath I took off Carin’s stained smock, soiled 
diapers, and dishevelled socks, and tickled her where she lay on the 
dining table. Carin kicked and laughed and tried to push my hand 
away as it found the special places in her belly that made her Jump 
and leap like a summer trout. But I could see that she was growing 
tired. I didn’t want this special day to be marred by any crankiness, 
so I playfully lifted her up toward my shoulder and swung her back 
and forth as I carried her to the bath. I tested the water with my 
elbow and very gently set her down, splashing her limbs and 
stomach before settling her in the tub. After her bath I dried her with 
two towels, then powdered and diapered and rubber-pantsed her for 
the night, and carried her to the children’s bed. 

It was the middle of the night when I heard my darling cry. I leapt 
from between my lonely matrimonial sheets and into my slippers, 
and pulled on my robe as I ran across the hall. 

Carin coughed as if just a little colicky, so I understood there was 
no need for me to be distressed. Nonetheless, I held her in my arms 
and rocked her for a while, singing gentle songs about soft winds and 
friendly, furry animals until her little snores told me she’d fallen back 
asleep. 

As I laid Carin back in bed, her nightshirt bunched up and bared 
the bottoms of her milk-and-honeyed breasts to my kindly, fatherly 
gaze. Lest she catch a chill from uneven temperatures, I pushed the 
shirt up so it formed a bowl beneath the tender hollow at her throat. 
I seemed to sense her lifeblood quicken there, and her breath almost 
came faster: still she slept. I let my eyes caress and linger on the pale 
disks of her nipples, which perked up and hardened as if my fingers 

had touched them. She moaned in her sleep and stretched her arms 
above her head. 

Pale and soft in the Mickey Mouse nightlight’s glow, her breasts 
jiggled. Mounds of cream, I thought. Thick, warm gelatin frappe. 
Meringue. For just a moment I wondered what the babies had tasted 
when they nursed. Then I bent my head to suckle, and she rolled 
back and forth and the little bed shook violently. 

A wedge of moon had risen and its light lay like a finger on the 
windowpane, along the futuristic planes and classic dolls and Legos 
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3 d on the floor, up the footboard of the bed beside me, up her 

h that the soft peach cotton blanket had uncovered as it fell. 
a curious than prurient, as if I had all the time in the world, I 
¢ off Carin’s rubber pants and diapers, and I marveled. Her 
less pudendum did not look shaved at all: it looked innocently 


‘as it occupied the window altogether, spilled bright hght across 
s floor, and slid between her legs. Her thighs parted as if on cue. 
bd and bit and nibbled on her thumb; her little lips were 
stening with dew. 
I traced the moonlight with my breath, in and out and up and 

wn, imagining my wife’s body was a child’s. My head felt airy, as 
Td fallen asleep. I seemed to look down upon myself and her from 
‘corner of the room where the ceiling met the distant wall. The 
vay I saw her she was very small; her lips were parted like her 
sighs. When I thought of her as babylike she pushed her hips to 
ec me. First a finger; two; then three. I woke with my fist at the 
oor of her womb. 


tadespeople started ringing the bell. It never occurred to me not 
© answer: the newsboy came to collect his change, the gas man 
vanted to read the meter, Jehovah’s Witnesses sought to save my 

the mailman left a postcard from the twins’ grandfather 
ing they were having a glorious time together. Though Carin 
behaving like a baby in most respects, and none of my 
‘Visitors seemed nonplused, the presence of strangers also provoked 
in her a quite ungirlish, quite unsubtle display of sultry and 
Seductive gurgling and mewing and tugging on the fibers of her 
: - momentarily we had peace again, between the missionar- 
_ ies and whatever plague the Lord next planned to send, she held out 
her arms all speckled with milk-besotted cornflakes to signal she was 
_ ready to be lifted from her chair. As I settled her against my hip, she 
"started grinding hers, and making guttural sounds low down in her 
throat. She pressed her baby face up to my neck and sucked on the 
soft hollow beside my carotid artery. I grew instantly erect, and my 
bathrobe sash fell open. 
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Carin had always been profoundly erotic. Not only did she 
achieve each of her three pregnancies with a separate man, she also 
had a lengthy history of affairs and sexual friendships with both men 
and women. For example, she had taken up with me while married 
to a different man and living in a one-bedroom home with his wife. 
During our prenuptial fling she more than once arrived at my door 
with any of several sexual companions in tow, and she was quite 
frank about the guests she occasionally entertained while I perambu- 
lated the twins about the park. Anything that shook — cars, trains, 
planes, motorcycles, horses, vibrators, hotel beds with magic fingers, 
food processors, joy buzzers, ancient elevators, earthquakes — any- 
thing might set her off on an orgasmic escapade. I more than once 
watched her shudder to a halt in broad daylight on a city street while 
walking past a road crew’s jackhammer. . 

I knew my wife was a woman of vast sexual experience who had 
as well a vast sexual hunger. I also knew that if I did not allay her 
appetite, she would make certain one or another of our next visitors 
did. I harbored no illusions about being able to contain or limit her 
erotic life, but I did not want rumors about this particular baby set 
loose in the streets of our little town, pulling on the grown men’s 
pants. 

I did not stop to wipe the cornflakes off her arm, therefore, or 
change the reality our life together had recently become. I simply 
carried Carin to our marriage bed and lay us down together there, 
and held her in the crook of my arm. As if she had cats’ claws, she 
kneaded the skin on my belly and chest. Her hips pushed up and 
down on me. With an instinct that would have seemed preternatural 
in another child, she scuttled down my body to find the nipple of my 
one hard teat and started to nurse in earnest. When I could tolerate 
this milking no longer I slid from her mouth, knelt above her, and 
placed myself in her hands instead. Immediately she inserted me into 
herself and rocked and shook and rubbed and jumped and howled 
and laughed and cried at once, and her body convulsed repeatedly 
for several long minutes. Just before she relaxed again and settled 
down, for one brief shining moment my grown-up wife looked up 
at me. She licked her lips lasciviously and winked, and as her eyes 
began to flutter shut she smiled at me and whispered, “Daddy.” 
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Wendell Ricketts 


hose little boy 
are you? 


i he royal blue panel truck is heading straight for 
7 me, the solid field of its two wide ee up 
7 name of our afternoon newspaper in authoritative, 
i a I’m in the crosswalk, but the truck has swerved wildly 
‘of its lane and I can see the driver’s face. I don’t think of trying 
re out of the way. In fact, in the moment before the truck hits 
,, the only thought in my head is, “Thank god! It’s finally over. 

here were more time, I would run the last few steps to the grill of 
t ck, throw my arms back like the handsome, shirtless Czech 
d standing before a Soviet tank in that famous 1967 photo, and 


nd then the truck doesn’t hit me. 

Okay, it was only a dream. 
oh, xan, what a fucking cop-out. I'd be plenty pissed off, if I 
re you. 


Px 


Tt wasn’t a dream, but it is true that the truck didn’t hit me. 
laybe I was never in any danger. I do think a lot about mayhem, 
ough. When I was in the deli, getting my roast beef sandwich — 
rh before I came out and faced down the truck (there was a truck, 
P yy?) — I was watching the geeky-yet-handsome deli boy cut the 
leat for my sandwich in one of those enormous, semi-electric 
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slicers. He cinched the hunk of beef down id i 

and then slid it back 
forth across the blade; his other hand was down below a itis 
slices as they fell, weighing them in his palm to see when he had 
enough. Can you imagine what I was thinking of? 


aw 


“Portion control is the most important thing in food ice.” 
uncle Jess, who always talked about ses acelin me 
did it, used to say that all the time. He never got around to openin 
the restaurant because he was busy raising the two hata 
grandkids that his useless, alcoholic, child-molesting son Willis had 
dumped on him and his wife, Vera, before Willis went to jail, and 
also busy dying from the doses of Agent Orange that he’d ott 
ii - own five tours of duty in Vietnam. . 
e told great stories about Vietnam, my uncle i 
sound romantic. When I was eight, and snes aiaealiedant 
J was devastated, I wrote Uncle Jess a long letter about it and mailed 
: —e in Vietnam. There were so many pages I sewed them 
= er with needle and thread, bound along the left margin like a 
Jess sent back one of the kindest letters I have ever received 
about vil life was precious and you had to savor it, but that a 
couldn’t control anything and, when bad things happened, you had 
to take them in stride. He wrote that in the middle of the jungle 
oo with the sound of rifle fire near enough to “i I 
imagine he thought a lot 
ae ite. nchring mayhem, too, my uncle Jess. But he 
Uncle Jess was a foot soldier, a grunt; he spent his tim i 
villages and wading through rice paddies, mie not to se = me 
sticks. He didn’t want to be an officer — didn’t have any respect for 
them, he said. Uncle Jess never got any higher than a seas I 
think he liked to kill people. He thought the war was right. a 
When he came home between tours he and Vera and my parents 
would stay up late, getting shit-faced. Uncle Jess was a Gesatcasik 
mostly; he liked to tell dirty jokes and sing songs about “poontang” 
and tropical diseases that rotted men’s dicks off. After Willis 0 
jail, and Jess had to retire and his lungs started to give him pain al 
the time, he drank on purpose, and he wasn’t fun Laie He 
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| bark at the children and call them names like “gook” and 
‘breeds” and “bastards.” But he loved those kids. When the 
an Willis had fucked, lived with for two years, and then 
pec wrote that she and their two sons were in a refugee camp 
and, it was Uncle Jess who flew there and brought the kids 
. and it was Uncle Jess who made sure money went to their 
ther every month for years, until she disappeared. 
After Uncle Jess’s ugly drunks got started, Vera would show up 
our house with black eyes, weeping. Everybody knew where she 
them and she knew everybody knew, but she was fierce and she 
ouldn’t let anyone say anything to Jess. “He’s in awful pain from 
; lungs and Willis just about broke his heart. I’ve loved him for 
irty years and I don’t care if he hits me now. He’s not going to 
ffer that much longer, and I’m strong enough to take some of 
hatever he’s mad about. Maybe it helps.” 
I can hardly talk about Vera now. She and I used to go beach- 
mbing; she made lampshades from shells we found on the beach. 
ou could find shells in those days, on the sand right across the road 
om their house. She was a big white woman, with family from the 
arks. She was the first person who ever fed me hominy. For 
oney, she took in ironing and kids, and it must have helped to pass 
time when Jess was away in Vietnam and all she had to do was 
orry about whether he was going to get killed or whether he was 
lready dead and they just hadn’t gotten around to telling her yet. 
She had huge breasts and piles and piles of bleached blonde hair, but 
he wasn’t even a little bit pretty. Jess was no prize, either, come to 
think of it. Vera used to joke that he had a face like forty miles of 
ard road. She wasn’t smart, except that she decided early on who 
she wanted to love and she set her life to doing it. 
_ There was pretty much only one thing Vera was an expert on 
and that was taking care of children. She had a great lap, but she 
‘wasn’t much of a cuddler. I think she figured kids kind of had to take 
care of themselves, but she was happy to sit you down and play 
hours and hours of Crazy Eights with you, if you could keep from 
‘squirming all over the place and not cheat. She had no patience for 
mollycoddled children. The kids she baby-sat wore some grownup’s 
old t-shirt and a diaper, until they were old enough for shorts. She’d 
have laughed out loud at the idea of OshKosh B’Gosh. 
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Vera thought you ought to make a bird feeder out of an e 
carton and popsicle sticks, and a truck out of pieces of wood left over 
from Jess’s workshop, and a sand bucket from an old Clorox bottle 
with the top cut off. Vera never bought a single thing for a child to 
play with, and I can tell you that being at her house was a lot more 
fun than being at mine. 

Vera loved being a mom, and I guess she was lucky because 
she never had to be anything else. I suppose she was also, officially, 
a “housewife.” But that word always makes me think of the kind 
of women who were in the National Geographic ads in those days, 
slim women in nice dresses, dusting the furniture in high heels. 

Those women had nothing to do with Vera. Vera sweated and she 
smelled of sweat, and she wore stretch pants and stained shirts and 
she had varicose veins. Her hair was always out of place. She could 
iron a pair of slacks with a baby in the other arm and supper on 
the stove. 

The only kid she wasn’t any good with was her own — Willis — 
and I think she just didn’t know what to do about him. When she 
and Jess got the grandkids, Will, Jr., and Jason, you could tell she 
was determined that nothing was going to go wrong with them. 

She kept writing to Willis in prison, even though Jess told her not 
to. For a while, she had Willis send his letters to our house so Jess 
wouldn’t see them. Anything about Willis just made him upset, and 
that made him drink. 

You could tell it weighed on her, when Jess died, that they 
wouldn’t let Willis out for the funeral, but maybe the way it 
happened was that Willis didn’t really want to come. He’d tried to 
be what his daddy had wanted — a squared-away soldier, a good 
killer, and a patriotic American — but he was ruined inside, ruined 
the way Jess was. Maybe it was good Jess was gone away to war so 
much; he would have been hell for Vera to live with day in and day 
out. Like Vera, there was only one thing Jess was good at, and that 
was being a soldier. Soldiers and mothers probably can’t live to- 
gether for long. 

Maybe Willis’s trouble was that he didn’t have a woman like 
Vera; not everybody has what it takes to kill people for a job and 
not have any comfort waiting at home nor anyone to understand 
what you do for a living. I think it got to Willis — first the killing, 
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over beers. But 
i though. 

didn’t have much ofa daddy, ade 

Scot the story has been told a million times before: Willis 


i x il, but it’s 
i , that was different. It’s evil, 
ee: oe wie kind of man who does that to his sons 


ne who never expects to be able to stand on equal footing 


man woman. het 
i St any good from the time he was in a at bets 
a i ied them both some 
d ch, even at the ume. He worrie 
rit a especially Vera, because Jess wasn t there to gion 8 
for ’t think Vera wrote him much about it. She tried to sen 


i was that 
news when he was overseas. The downside of that 


nas always a bad surprise when Jess came home, once o rene 
a a saw Willis again with no time to prepare himse = ma 
Bex Because you could just look at Willis, as a teenager, am 


W eady was. 
. a ed ws eas kids, and I remember nie pats 
atter to the rear yard when his nasty-ass black Camaro e ee 
p the driveway, spraying gravel, the radio blaring, an pa 
Se neem ain aes slam 
‘or ie 

4 cr pr canecent ito the room Vera and Jess 
ra fi ener downstairs. He hardly talked to anybody, least of 
Some °d show up for supper when I was there, 


: : tire time an 
though. If he did eat with us, he was silent the en 


avoi king at anybody. His eyes were scary. 
4 .. as = nee lot of trouble as adolescents but nani 
by ou’re not just fooling yourself when you oe i . ase bone 4 
t + | don’t think anyone believed that a ; 
- ‘eee i make you laugh — none of the 
*t much about him to e y' ke 

ical hot how “boys will be boys” or the way he was “full of 
“the devil.” 
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The kinds of things Willis did weren’t going to turn into fami} 
stories that could be repeated years later, with a tolerant mela 
. the prerse of the Thanksgiving turkey. He hit Vera once, 
er way he was trying to be like hi ; ing 
. pinned ory ee 2 trying to be like his daddy; I heard her telling 
Most weekends and many evenings, Willis worked on his car in 
the driveway. He never wore a shirt. Often it was just a pair of shorts 
made out of some torn-up, cutoff jeans. He’d lie on his back under 
the car, and I could look up the legs of his shorts, where they gapped 
open against the insides of his thighs, and see his dick. He knew what 
I was doing; he caught me staring right at him more than once. 
The last time it happened was about a month before Willis joined 
the Army. When he noticed me there, standing at the edge of the 
porch and gnawing at my fingernails, he watched me thoughtfully 
for a moment from where he lay, then pulled himself out from under 
the car and stood in front of me, greasy and sweaty and bitter-smell- 
ing. At first he just looked at me with those flat eyes, like two gray 
stones at the bottom of a pond, his white belly and iain nipples less 
than a foot from my face. Then he slid his hand down inside the 
front of his shorts and slowly and deliberately scratched himself. 
When he pulled his hand back, he held it out to me. “Wanna smell 
my fingers?” he sneered, then spit a thick ball of mucus into the dust 
between my feet. 
I was nine years old, and Willis knew one thing about me that 
aa wi than si anybody else knew: I was obsessed with him. 
ven at that age, wanted not to give a shit about anythi 
Willis did. I wonder now what vida have oa 


ig me instead of waiting nearly ten years for his own sons to come 
ong. 


ay 


In order to play Daddy, you probably have to have had one. 
Otherwise, what do you play with? Not memory, not experience, 
certainly. You can play with the ideas in your head that others have 
put there, like the daddies on TV and in the movies or in books you 
read. But mostly they’re not much good as fantasy material — either 
upstanding, deadly dull, and about as sexy as a jar, or else outright 
broken-down losers. Take: Willy Loman, for example. Now theie 
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Jaming failure who left behind a couple of fucked-up sons who 
A ver going to be able to get a hard-on without feeling ambiva- 
bout it. I’d like to see the sequel to that play. 

oll ood and books have given us all kinds of moms, even 
ter moms, but they usually make sure to leave in the erotic 
e. Sex is part of what makes those mothers monsters, maybe; 
sons can’t get out from under them and halfway don’t want to. 
ul fleshed dads are rare. Nobody likes to admit that dads want 
4 their sons. Or vice versa. 

nyway, the point is: my dad. My dad didn’t like to wear clothes 
¢ house and he never closed the bathroom door. He was hairy 
‘six feet two and the shape of my chest is just like his. But I'm 
er going to be as tall as him, and my dick isn’t ever going to be 


Why do you suppose my dad liked to have me come into the 
aroom and sit on the john and talk to him while he was in the 
ower? Why did he get out and stand in front of me while he dried 
» later moving over to the sink to shave, while I sat beside him, 
soft cock pushing up against the tiled edge of the counter? 

One thing my daddy taught me was longing. 

But my daddy hated fags. I haven’t forgotten the day, early in 
e year in which he died, when I called him up at work in my 
ack ed and changing adolescent voice, and he said, “Who is this? 
yu sound like a goddamn queer.” 

So does that mean he did or didn’t understand what those 
ornings in the bathroom meant to me? 

One of the problems with your dad being dead is that this is the 
nd of question that is never going to have an answer. Maybe he 
idn’t know. Men do this to each other — flaunt their dicks and their 
aked bodies, tell each other horny stories full of lurid, exaggerated 
letails, and the test is: Don’t let this turn you on. The winner is the one 
who doesn’t get a hard-on. ‘That may have been something else my 
addy was trying to teach me, but the lesson didn’t take. 

_ So if you don’t have a daddy, or if your daddy dropped out early, 
fou play with an identity informed largely by its absence, like the 
igure that stood at the foot of my bed once, perhaps a dream, the 
night after my friend Jack died three thousand miles away and I went 
to sleep aching for his presence. Then, in utter darkness, I woke up 
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to see the shape of a body, a figure made not of li 


ness of my night bedroom. 


Maybe it wasn’t Jack b A 
» Dut it was wh: t 
hungry Space where a person once sbi Jack had become — 


Periferia. That is where m. 
what we would call the sub 


absent father. 


: When we make love, sometimes he calls out Babbo — Dadd 

put my dick into him. Sometimes he says. ; Engli cn 
fucking him, “Take me!” silieg 
can porn videos. 


ake me” is closer to the truth: take 


twelve-year-old boy. “Tu hai il fisico di 
first time we made love. “Apparte ’ 
body is like a little kid’s — except that 
: Si,” Gino laughed. “E vero!” 
think sex is si " ipt i 
eee simple for Gino. The Script ls very straightforward. 


*« “Your 
you ve got that immense cock.” 
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hold completely still so that Daddy’s softening dick 
deep in Gino’s ass. If Gino can’t control himself and 
d too much, Daddy doesn’t let him come at all, makes 

n his back with his hands and feet tied to the corners of the 
can’t hump the mattress or the bunched-up sheets the way 
sometimes even when he knows he’s not supposed to. Even 
ff is easier for Gino: he’s got at least an extra inch of thick, 
skin to play with and never needs any lube. 

lot of this is for my sake, not Gino’s. He misbehaves 
he knows I like depriving him. 

even more complicated with Mike. After a few dates, I had to 
g him: I didn’t want to be “consensual” anymore, never 
e and sane. Mike couldn’t say “Daddy” enough; he said it 
nuch it started to sound like my name. 

‘Mike didn’t want to be tied; he didn’t want to be hurt. He didn’t 
ve up his ass easily either. None of that made me horny — it made 
1¢ want to rip him the fuck apart. I stopped wanting to hear him 
oan in discomfort and started wanting to hear him scream in real 
I stopped being satisfied with the squirming he did when I tied 
er cords too tightly around his balls, and started to want to see 
in terror and genuine agony, yanking desperately at the ropes 
e I jammed hypodermic needles into the head of his dick or cut 
after line into the flesh of his shoulders and arms. I wanted to 
make one clean slice across the palm of his hand and make him use 
the blood to jerk off. 

_ And soon, I knew, I was going to do it — no asking, and no 
urning back. And that was going to be the Bad Daddy coming out, 
not the good one that most boys want. It was the Medea Daddy who 
wanted to kill his children and lap up their blood. It was the Daddy 
who destroyed, not the Daddy who made everything better. I think 
e didn’t want that kind of Daddy, but when you call Daddy out, 
_ you don’t ever know exactly who’s going to answer. 


av 


~- “You must work out all the time. Your legs are like tree trunks.” This 


is what my boy says to me, trying to be flattering. He knows nothing 
of my struggles with and against my body and its refusal to shape 


itself into a form I find tolerable, if not actually pleasing. He knows 
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nothing of the way I pinch the skin along the insides of my thighs 
into crepey little folds as I lie alone in bed. He knows nothing about 
the days when I watch the reflection of my body as I pass shop 
windows and the mirrored sides of bus shelters and hate myself with 
a loathing that is fierce and focused enough to start brush fires. 
He doesn’t know about the days when I catch a glimpse of myself 
in the mirror, out of the corner of my eye, and turn back abruptly 
to stare. “Who is that?” I say. “Who is that person in my clothes? Is 
that me? I thought I was taller. I thought I had lost some weight. I 
thought these pants fit me better.” And I look and look, far into the 
depths of the mirror, as far down as I can see, unable to turn away 
because I keep thinking that I’ve caught sight of the impostor. Or: 
I'm gripped with apprehension and anticipation, certain that my real 
self, rippling just below the surface, is about to burst through at last: 
what I’ve always known. 

How can I be anyone’s daddy when I’m overdrawn at the bank 
at least once a month? 

But my boy only wants to please me, and for this Iam sometimes 
grateful and sometimes angry but always suspicious. 


aw 


It’s Sunday, the morning after a not entirely successful first date, and 
Reed wants to go to brunch. He has spent the night. It is late, and I 
am watching the day — and any possibility of work — drain away 
before my eyes. It is late because we’ve already spent nearly an hour 
and a half having sex that was, I think, more successful for Reed than 
for me. 

I'm not ordinarily a fan of first-thing-in-the-morning sex, but 
Reed tells me he’s never been fucked before, and I’m completely 
taken in by the possibility that it might be true. Intellectually, I 
doubt that it’s true, since last night I got four fingers into Reed’s 
butt without a whole lot of trouble, and was just about to slide 
my thumb in as well when he decided he was getting worn out. 
I had been kneeling beside him, twisting my hand around and 
around in 180-degree arcs, while he butted his head against the 
wall and sang a steady stream of sexy, guttural noises. Every once 
in a while he’d pause and quietly say, “Ow,” and then go back to 
his gibberish. 
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ch morning, his butt opens right up again and within a minute 
t the first two fingers of my left hand buried to the hilt. With 


d, but no one seems to have mastered the technology. I suspect 
people who make things like condoms actually spend very little 
‘thinking about sex. 

teed is no help at this point because I’ve got him spread-eagled 
the bed: hands tied to rings above his head; ankles chained down 
t at the other end. He also mentioned that he’d never been tied 
Last night was supposed to be Reed’s initiation into what he calls 
tathersex,” although there was no leather involved, unless you 
ant my cock ring. When I first met him, though, Reed was talking 
“sex magic”; so “leathersex” was, believe me, an improve- 


Anyway, we didn’t get very far before he started crying — actu- 
y sobbing, I mean — and he chickened out. When I told him to go 
er to the workbench and pick out the thing he’d like to get beaten 
ith first, he came back to the bed with the thinnest slapper; I’m sure 
thought it would hurt the least because it was small, but I gave 
n some significant welts before switching to the hairbrush, which 
ised a hot red glaze all over his ass and the backs of his thighs. 
hen I went back to the slapper and put a series of neat, pink ridges 
) and down his back, parallel to his ribs. Later he said to me, with 
hint of reproach in his voice, “I thought only slaves got whipped 
a the back.” 

_ We didn’t get much further than that before Reed started crying. 
was all about how he’d been abused as a child. I’ve heard this 
efore and I wasn’t even slightly impressed. People start doing S/M 
© they can deal with their childhood shit, and then the ugly 
emories come up and the whole thing seems like maybe it isn’t 
uch a good idea anymore. Reed’s daddy hurt him; and while I hurt 
im he calls me Daddy. I admit, it can be confusing. After Reed 
almed down a little, I made him give me a blow job because he’d 
ready told me that sucking cock wasn’t his favorite thing, and then 
ve went to sleep. What can I say? Life is brutal. 
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In the morning it takes a while to tie Reed down because he keeps” 


trying to move his hands and arms around in ways he thinks will be 
helpful, and by the time I’m done I’m not really into fucking him al] 
hn we anymore. Still, Reed’s butt does have one intriguin 
eature: when I pull my fingers out, his asshole stays relaxed anne 
ie that all I have to do is position my dick above it and more or less 
straight down. The sudden weight of my body knocks the wind 
out of him and I imagine it hurts his ass a little, but the maneuver i 
renewing my interest in the idea. I pull my dick all the wa oT 
several times and try falling from different heights. I do a kind of 
ina with my hands on his shoulder blades and knees on the 
acks of his thighs, and the most I manage is to come plunging down 
shad ass from about a foot above. I’m a little worried about 
; g my dick — I read somewhere about someone who ruptured 
€ spongy tissue on one side of his dick and wound up with a 
permanent right-angle bend about halfway down the shaft — but I’m 
also liking the sound of air being knocked out of Reed’s lungs eve 
time my body lands full-force on his back, and I like the oie 
— re makes right afterwards, and I like how my dick feels as it 
sap sai the cold air of the room into the soft, hot interior of 
But ian with all of that, while I’m fucking him I’m thinking to 
myself, Am I having a good time? Am I turned on or not?” By the 
we I finally come — all that distraction means that it takes a while — 
we've both worked up quite a sweat. Reed actually sweats a little too 
easily. It doesn’t seem like he’s really earned it. es 
: Reed takes a shower while I tidy up — winding the ropes into 
: eins, putting the greasy towels into the hamper — and by the time 
‘ gets out I’ve decided to speed things up by skipping my own 
‘8 ae ie ir after Reed has gone home, I bend over 
% : ; 
lube and the inside of may ee 


av 


His father committed suicide when Gavin was sixteen. The kind of 
men = ~ attracted to, Gavin said, were freaks, outcasts, like 
elf. He was attracted to a look, to the edgi er 
hims ; giness of bo th 
shaved heads and fucked-up lives. He likes hanging out ea 
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e says a lot of Communists and anarchists go. He said this, 
ed to see him all the time in another bar, a regular old fag 
he Castro with a lot of chain link and too little light. It was 


avin said he hated fags. He had a fantasy of going down Castro 
a sunny afternoon with a flamethrower and an Uzi. He was 
was pissed off because no one made him feel welcome, he 
home anywhere. Home died with his daddy. The real one. 
ne I love leaves me.” This is what he sobbed, between bouts 
> the first time he got drunk. That was years ago, in high 


a bottle of cheap red wine his sister had sent him for 


‘He wanted to punish everyone who kept him from belonging. 
eryone had rejected him. His father most of all, I guess. He wasn’t 
orth sticking around for. 
But the boys Gavin wanted didn’t know how to stick around 
her. The kind of guys who stick around don’t spend their week- 
ds at Club Anarchy or following the latest rave party. “Isn’t it kind 
Phard to find a daddy ina crowd of scruffy, sexy boys who don’t 
ant to belong to anything or anyone?” I asked him. 
When Gavin was in high school, he came home one afternoon 
\d found his father waiting for him. He was cheerful and talkative 
and he hadn’t been drinking. He kept touching Gavin on the arm 
and ruffling his hair. It was long past time for Gavin to have a 
d ecent tattoo, his father said; so they went out to the garage and 
Gavin’s father drew a skull in blue on Gavin’s left shoulder, one 
hand soft on the back of Gavin's neck, the other guiding the 
h ing, buzzing needle. I imagine his fingers are thin and long, 
like Gavin's. 
Gavin's father got his tattoo rig from an ad in the back of Soldier 
of Fortune magazine. He thought he might make a career out of it 
"someday, giving a few tattoos away to his buddies at first — free 
advertising — then later charging for it. People did admire his 
designs, which he kept in a spiral-bound sketchbook that had a 
palette and a paintbrush on the cardboard cover. 
But Gavin’s father didn’t always like finishing things as much as 
"he liked starting them. After he’d exchanged words with a couple of 
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friends, who wound up driving into town to get the color put ; 

tattoos that Gavin’s father had outlined but could never find ted . 
work on again, the tattoo-artist idea soured. But he kept the ri a 
every so often he sent away to the company that made the a 
and they’d send back fresh ink in a small box from the UPS =" 

At the back of the skull on Gavin’s shoulder a space has é ened 

and flames shoot out in red and orange, like a kind of pias 7a 
eye sockets seem to glow. After all these years, the lines ate sl 
clean. It’s a sexy tattoo, the kind of drawing that sullen teenage boys 
make on the covers of their notebooks and on the white sides of the 
ia a —— It’s all about an attitude. " 
ee days later Gavin’s father went back to 

barrel of his rifle in his mouth, and fired it heed ia ana 
head. What Gavin thinks of this now is that his father wrote his 
suicide note on Gavin’s shoulder, 

Gavin didn’t like calling me Daddy much, which was okay with 
me. But he did want to be treated like a little boy. One night 1 took 
him out of the closet and ungagged him. I untied the rope that was 
around his ankles so he could stretch a little. And I sat him on the 
bed with his hands still tied, his elbows still trussed together, nearly 
touching, and fed him supper with my fingers. He sat there chewing 
calmly looking over my shoulder with his dick hard and twitching. 

Later I paddled him for spilling food on himself and before he 
went to sleep he said “thank you” instead of “good night.” 

Gavin tells me that what he really wants to do is open up a store 
where he can sell the leather Jackets and cock rings and bondage 
equipment that he makes himself. The tips of his fingers are perma- 
nently stained from working with leather and dyes, and his palms 
are rough when he covers his hand with lube and wre it aad 
a se a moves it up and down. It feels like my cock is being 

e ‘ i 
ma a MA aM He never has to do it long before I’m 

But when his shop was famous, Gavin said, that was when he 
was going to get his revenge. He’d start selling firearms and switch- 
blade knives and anarchist books on how to make pipe bombs at 
home. He'd sell pamphlets on IRA sabotage and on Nazi interroga- 
tion techniques, and how-to manuals on seducing children When 
the time was right, he’d invite the press to come have a look “i what 
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‘rea ly all about. “And they’d eat it up with a spoon,” he 
0 ne of the only times I’ve seen him smile. 
n't even know how to react to this. The S/M “community,” 
rer Gavin thinks that is, was the closest thing he had to a place 
Or ig, and he said he hated it. I think that’s how it was with him: 
uldn’t let himself have anything that really mattered. What I 
was that he tortured himself better than anyone else could, and 
f the results of that was the constant disappointment he found 
o be. They kept insisting on loving him, because Gavin looked 
gh what he needed most in the world was love, and it kept 
e wrong thing to do. 
ay, the truth was, Gavin was no more likely to pull off his 
ige fantasy than his father had been to make anything out of his 
90 business. I think the real problem was that Gavin didn’t 
ually want anything he wanted. 
But I thought he was probably right about how some little 
eraldo wannabe, all on fire with the idea of an “exposé,” might 
ict to Gavin’s shop. On a TV movie the other night a woman was 
urdered in a garden; her dying body fell into the rosebushes and 
s later dragged off and hidden in a basement. Early in the movie, 
ore all the facts of her death are revealed, the coroner examines 
€ scratches and small punctures and tells the detective, “Just a wild 
ess, but maybe she died in some kind of S/M scene.” 
Scars. Damage. Gavin is a grotesque. You can see it in the way 
e walks, lopes actually, tilting to one side, his arms too long for his 
yody and swinging in counter-rhythm far from his torso. His eyes 
re perhaps too dark and widely set; almost Oriental, they seem to 
town the sharp peaks of his cheekbones, where the skin is stretched 
fight and shiny, like a concentration camp victim. 
He never looks me in the eyes, which means I can study his face 
- leisure. I do this even when he is asleep, because then there is 
al ays something about him that I want to know. Unlike the cliché, 
he doesn’t look peaceful in sleep. In fact, his face is hard even then, 
the jaw set and angry. He twitches in the bed and can never stay in 
One position for long. It makes it hard to chain him to the bottom of 
the bed at night. He gets the chain kinked and usually wakes me up 
complaining that his leg has gone to sleep and could I please reset 
the chain. 
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He is always cranky when he wakes up like this in the middle of 


the night. He doesn’t ask politely, and I am tempte 
little for the demanding tone of his voice, which te ao ° 
have chained him up wrong in the first place. But I don’t ‘Neat, 
what I think mostly as I watch him sleep is how little peane he had 
in his life, the way everything is a struggle, and the way the chai 
around his ankle embodies that struggle and the way 
both of them: his life, and the chain. 
This boy is a lot of trouble. Friends told me he would be. He i 
= Sith nearly all of the time. 4 
"Yeah, Daddy,” I say as I watch the thin red wel 
the backs of his thighs. “Yeah, Daddy.” And I lift Thou ih oe 
high above my shoulders, far beyond my field of vision. 


he is angry at 


aw 


I'm not sure exactly when things started to get ou 
it when I had my fist up to the al iguudies s ees eA 
the blood for the first time? Was it when he begged for my piss, and 
I let him suck it out of me, like a come that lasted for seein’ 
holding my cock a few inches from his lips so I could hear the soued 
my piss made, falling into his mouth, like pissing into a small hole in 
the ground? Or, later, when I straddled his chest, pinning his arms 
i with my knees and jerking off slowly over his face until I felt 
con: ahi up my dick, and I dropped the head into his 
pe ite — more than hearing — the first wad hitting the back 
But now he’s sitting between my legs and ’'m holding him, his 
back warm against my chest. My left hand plays up and een his 
flat, smooth stomach, the soft, boyish roundness of his pectorals, the 
skin silky and hairless, the muscles barely suggested beneath. I died 
his neck with my night arm, his chin resting in the cleft of my elbow. 
He’s got both of his own hands all over his dick and balls; his fingers 
and his cock and the insides of his thighs are slick wid lube a 
shining in the candlelight. Out of his mouth is coming a steady stream 
of filth, the kind of talk he’s so good at. I love watching him get 
himself off with sex stories: this time he’s talking about having = 
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ting to growl; his two hands are mauling that fat, pale 
ds up so straight and white it reminds me of a grave 
missile on a launching pad. I’m slowly tightening my arm 
d his throat, and that’s making his voice hoarse, too. He wants 
me so bad, it’s almost as if he’s slamming an orgasm out of his 


Oh, man, I wish I could have that big hairy arm going up my 
‘ h groans. “Uh-huh, I do. You know I love riding your arm. It 
like a motherfucker, but I did it for you. And I knew you 
ited to hurt me. You wanted to punch a hole in my guts, didn’t 
1, Daddy?” 
lower my lips to his shoulder, brushing them softly against his 
and letting my tongue slide over the blue skull. “Yes, baby,” I 
, “I wanted to splatter your blood all over the fucking walls.” 
‘He’s whipping his dick now with one hand, while he puts the 
ther on my arm, trying to get me to ease up on his throat. I make 
ly arm tighter and he chokes. “You tell me when, baby.” 
_ “Soon,” he gasps. “Just a little while.” 
Ican see the head of his dick swell, and I feel the muscles of his 
lly tense under my hand; his legs, against mine, are stiffening and 
laxing in spasms as he pulls on his cock; his long, thin feet flex and 
ntract. 
q The sounds coming out of his mouth now aren’t words exactly: 
im oan, a chant, a stifled roar. “Now now now,” he says, and I jerk 
my arm closed on his throat, squeezing the sides of his neck between 
my forearm and biceps. The first wad of come leaps out of his dick; 
his left hand flies up and tries to pull my arm away, but nothing 
could move it now. His face is red, alarming, and the veins in the 
ide of his neck, in his temples, stand out: I think I can almost see 
them pulsing. Come is still shooting out of his dick and, with a shout, 
T lock his head in my arms and pull him against me with all my 
Now he’s dragging at my arm with both hands, his body twisting 
and writhing. He’s trying to say “please.” But it’s too late to turn 
back now. This is what we said we wanted. “I’m holding you tight 
in my arms, baby. I’ve got you. Daddy’s going to take you home.” 
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The leather daddy 
and the femme 


PART 2: 
The next morning 


woke to the sound of sh 


Ower spray hitting ti 
for a minute I stayed ela iy 


listening to the hum 


He wasn’t next to me, thou 
people had fucked here and sh 


eae ee 
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he water was running in the next room. He must be in 
and thinking about him naked and wet in a steamy room 
‘me ideas. I hoped he had lots of hot water. 

like a just-roused cat and rolled out of bed. My red 
{ red shoes were neatly laid over the arm of the room’s one 
ae other arm, like a tireless valet, held his chaps. I remem- 
aad taken them off, along with his wrist and biceps cuffs, 
he returned to bed and allowed me to curl up under his 
scented armpit. The cuffs lay with his worn leather riding 
on the dresser-top. I picked the gloves up and drew in a long 
of the leather, redolent of his man-smell and the machine- 
of the bike, and placed them carefully back where he’d put 
when he took them off. 

ver the dresser hung an old silver-backed mirror with a simple, 
shed wooden frame, the kind of mirror his granddad had 
bably had. With my fingers I combed my hair into some 
iblance of presentability, and I rubbed away the mascara that 
right had migrated into a raccoon-mask around my eyes. That 
: the most embarrassing part of being a femme, I reflected; 
ire to be fucked into a stupor was definitely incompatible 
th wearing makeup, at least when the fucking happened right 
ore bed. 

I was not concerned with resurrecting my femme look now, 
owever. The leather daddy already knew who I was, in that respect 
tt least. In the whole room the only thing out of place, besides the 
rumpled bedclothes, was my upended trick bag. I picked up my 
larness and strapped it on, then chose a dildo from the three in my 
bag, a big one. If everything went as well as it had last night, the 
daddy was about to get his morning fuck. In the full-length mirror 
On the closet door I surveyed myself. Very much a woman, and a 
{ big latex dick curving up where you’d expect a clit to be. I rolled a 
condom onto the dick and opened the bathroom door. 

He was there, all right; I saw his silhouette through the opaque 
q glass of the shower door. The glass diffused the image of the moving 
_ man inside. I watched him for a minute before I moved any closer, 
tightening the straps of the harness, a nylon one unlike the leather I 
usually wore. I'd just bought it on a lark, thinking maybe I'd want 
_ to fuck somebody in a hot tub someday and would need something 


ies 


| 


for Daddy 


He pulled me to him to 


kis 
Pa SS Sei gs we Ss me and I felt the beat of the water 


same time. His hand was on my cock already 
wn warm on us, and every stroke of his hand 
t. My cunt was as hot and wet as all the 


under the shower 


ee ne ee 


155 


(0 pull me down his throat. I rested my hands on his hard 
's and let him control the pace, and felt orgasm simmering 
e rhythm of the dildo on my clit and the pressure of his big 
‘squeezing and parting my cheeks. He was sucking it just a 
too slow to make me come — maybe on purpose. I got lost in 
uilding sensation just as I had the night before when it had been 
ock in my throat. 
ally he picked up the pace. I laced my hands around the 
f his head, just to make sure he wasn’t going to stop on me, 
he showed no signs of flagging. Pushing me back ’til I was 
ported by the warm wet tile, he tumbled me into a blinding 
asm, and my first awareness when I came to was his voice in my 
: “Yeah, come for me, shoot it, baby, I want that load, I want 


“My cock’s still hard, Daddy,” I said, and ran my hands down 
| belly and grasped his dick, harder still. “It’s hard for you — are 
ou gonna get back on your knees for me? Are you gonna let me 
lide my big cock deep into you?” 
_ That got his attention. He made a sound that fell somewhere 
een his cock-sucking growl and a whimper, and he reached past 
ne and came up with a tube of K-Y. 

“Lube it, baby. Lube my cock, that’s right, get it slick. ’'m gonna 
ide my cock up your ass. I’m gonna fuck you, Daddy.” 
_ My cunt was humming, and I felt the foreshadow of another 
rgasm just from talking to him that way, just from reading the 
hungry energy of his response. I had the feeling I'd finally found 
someone with as complicated a sexuality as mine, for it was clear that 
he wanted it as badly from me now as I’d wanted it from him the 
5 night before. 
_ He didn’t lube it right away. He went for my dick with his 
Mouth again, sucking so hard on it that I came again just from the 
insistent, rhythmic throb of the dildo’s base on my clit. I yelled this 
time, and the sound reverberated, mixed with the hissing sound 
the water made on the wall of the shower stall. My dick was shiny 
with the thick saliva from his throat. It glittered on the black 
rubber. 
I liked how surreal it looked, shiny black like that, but suddenly 
_ wished I'd brought the realistic-looking dick. Would that make it 
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hotter for him, seeing veins and skin-like latex, Jeff Stryker’s 
mo 


able balls to squeeze? For a man in love with cock, how could i 


stylized one do the trick? 
_ But he was growling in his throat again and I saw him strokj 
; — ve veins it pulsing a little with each new hot gush 
they et in, and I relaxed, remembered the ti 
lover undid her 501s to reveal a dildo tucked in and senate 7 
en . — been in the bar with her for an hour and aegis 
: e : she came into the restroom stall with me, stood bef a 
e€ as peed, and loosed each button ’til the dick popped out nd 
cea + delicately she took my chin in her hand and brought m i 
“3 és se ea the thing. It was lavender silicone and not a like 
. It wasn’t even meant to be a cock, on her. She ne 
3 : Vv 
- ae pe on to cocks, but strapping on something to fuck with, 
wise g that let her pin me to a bed or a wall and let bad 
= Ae come exploding out of her and into my cunt or asshole 
mee : KS a fine. es pea I took her dildo between my teat 
eep so the slime from my throat would make it sli : 
enough to shove into me hard when she rai separ 
raised me, turned my f. 
to i 2 my skirt up around my waist, her fingers finding x alt 
an Mes bing it with the last drops of my piss. ' 
Rie : didn ge of it as a cock so I didn’t either, but I sure did 
mes escheat > 0 SO ag the daddy, reaching for the lube now 
ante 1 
ers s cock, my cock, even if I wasn’t hung like Jeff 
idaho to get on his knees; I told him to give me his ass. 
ca cock and it glistened in the hot fog of the shower. 
mace gh crouch, bracing himself with his hands on the low 
a 9 e growled one more time, rubbed his ass up and down m 
= : , trying to capture the dildo just like I'd tried to grab his vock 
i may psy the night before. The growl turned to words: he was 
foe i Bae Put it in. Fuck me.” My sleek daddy had niet 
a horny weasel with a voracious asshole 
dep — and I kn 
just a he felt. I didn’t have the heart to tease him eaione ; 
was horny myself for the feeling of his asshole mcaceathl beginnin in 
to open for my dick. sai ° 
Rarer a3 cock toward his ass. The next sweep he made against 
ole right up against my cock head, just where I wanted 
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to ped moving, with a shudder and a moan, and leaned 
ast the lubed rubber dick. The pressure was beginning to 
ole — no surprise, he was easy. 
alled back just a little. He actually whimpered, thought I was 
ag him, but I grabbed his hips and started pulling him against 
yumping him fast but not hard enough for the tip of the dildo 
op all the way in. A couple of minutes of that will drive any 
starved man or woman insane; J ought to know. He was still 
¢ to thrust back onto my cock, but I held his hips harder, told 
with my body that even as I had given him control to fuck me 
night, I would take it now, take it when and how I wanted him. 
ck is almost always better for that kind of energy; I just wanted 
off balance enough to really need it. That was a gamble — until 
‘I'd only known him as a topman, and a consummate one at 
. I was already hoping he played rougher games and that I'd 
ve the chance to give myself over to his will again. The only 
ication I'd had that he might be willing to bottom at all — much 
ss to a strange, gender-schitzed boy-girl from out of nowhere — was 
¢ cht of him kissing the toes of my shoes as he undressed me and 
id me down to share his bed. 
But the daddy had responded so immediately when I signaled 
y willingness to play, took me so smoothly, met me so completely, 
at I had a feeling he’d like being flipped — it would be just as hot 
0 be taken as to take. I'd never tried this with a man, much less a 
ay one. But I'd met a couple of butch women whose savoir faire 
was really an open invitation to lay them down and fist them. 
Besides, I was trusting my intuition, and right now my intuition was 
operating out of the head of my dick. My intuition was about to sink 
balls-deep into his ass. 
_ Inone fast motion, on the back thrust, I released my hold on his 
hips. By the time I was thrusting forward I had thrown my arms 
around his chest and gotten him by the tits. I pulled him against me 
and my dick sank home. 
That one long stroke, the one he’d been waiting for, made him 
come — I felt his asshole pulse around my cock, buried deep in him 
now, and he moaned and gasped as I slowly, slowly started to fuck 
him, hardly pulling out at all, a slow deep fuck while I worked his 
“nipples and began to whisper how good he was, how good he could 
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a 


fu feeling of having him in my hands was filling my heart as 
} my cunt. 
ddenly I was acutely aware that I did not know his name. We 
‘so raw with each other, so right, too — so mttmate — even if he 


take it, how good I was ive i i 

it, B00c gonna give it to him, how fine h i 
Bae sa in his butt, taking it from me so nice and a 7 

€n 1 got my footing and pull 
silica ig pulled almost all the Way out. He 
“That's right, baby,” I sai 
; Yy, I said, almost a croon, “ 

comes next, don’t you? What am I gonna do with ca pa D, di ie 
his am I going to do to you?” ite 
Rc 4 he said in his cock-sucking voice, “you're going to 
es 7 : ass was in the air. My black rubber dick shone in the 

-diffused light. He was the most gorgeous fucking thing I'd 


htening in equal measure. It gave me both more power and less. 
I changed my stroke. I angled my cock so it pumped over his 
state, and under my hands and through my dick I felt him soar 
oward orgasm. I moved my hands from his throat back to his 


en my teeth, I thought about bringing my hand full of his jism 
9 my lips, thought of licking the cream off my fingers — can’t— and 
9 I brought the hand to his mouth instead, thrust four fingers in for 
aim to suck his own juice off me — and the hot suction of mouth on 
My touch . ingers triggered me into a come so strong | thought I was going to 
vce “ae ear shudder. I had the sudden thought, accom- ry. I held him tightly from behind and we collapsed onto the 
pulse in my cunt, that he would take anything from sh 

_ Welay all tangled the way we had the night before, a long time, 
silent except for our breathing returning to normal and the shower’s 
hiss. At last he moved his hand away from where it had been resting 
‘on my thigh and pulled my dildo free of his ass. I loosed the 
darness’s buckles with one hand and slipped it off, my pussy 
: ing to nestle tightly against his ass, my hand reaching around 
to rest on his softening cock. The silence felt neither uncomfortable 
“nor natural, for we both were looking for a way past the fact that we 
did not know each other. I was tempted to pull his hand to my cunt, 
“Start us sexing again, just so we wouldn’t have to talk, just to avoid 
_ breaking the spell. He closed his big hand around my hand, the one 
that held his dick. With the pressure I became aware of my pulse, 
_ beating fast. His thumb and forefinger closed around my wrist — he 
_ was feeling it too. That or he was measuring to see how well it would 
fit in his ass. 

___ My mind was racing in the silence. I was developing a case of 
nerves, which seemed stupid, since five minutes before I'd been 
_ playing Realm of the Senses with a man who I now couldn’t think of a 


eva 5 — a pumped him ’til we were both growling. I was 
& ake it! Take it!” and he interrupted his alley-cat-getting- 
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way to talk to. Opening lines spun through my head, but | was 


feeling too nervous to use them. 

He shifted onto his back and pulled me on top of him. Seeing his 
big-dicked alley-cat girl in a lather of shyness he laughed and 
wrapped his arms around me and, mercifully, let me off the hook. 

“We should probably have gotten introductions out of the way 
last night, little hellion,” he said. “I didn’t quite bargain on having 
this kind of a morning. I didn’t bargain on ever meeting up with 
anything like you, in fact. I’m not even sure you're real, except my 
asshole’s still pulsing. Do you have a name?” 

“I have two names,” I said. “The one you picked up last night is 

Randy. The one you fucked is Miranda.” 

“Which one is with me now?” 

I shook my head. “Not sure. I’m off-center right now. Maybe I’m 
in transition from one to the other. You're not supposed to be real 
either, you know.” 

“If you’re doubting my existence after fucking me into the middle 
of next week I guess I’d really better introduce myself. I’m Jack 
Prosper, and I assure you I am real, but you can keep calling me 
Daddy for as long as you want, dear, and I must say I never wind up 
on the floor of the shower with my tricks. Did your brother teach 
you to fuck ass, too?” I giggled and nodded. “But I’ve had a little 

practice elsewhere. Girls like to get butt-fucked too, you know. Some 
girls.” 

Jack shook his head. “Until last night, I hadn’t given much 
thought to what girls like — not for a lot of years. But I don’t think 
you bear much resemblance to the girls I used to know. You're queer 
as a three-dollar bill, for one thing. Are there more out there like 
you?” 

I frowned a little. “Some. Not very many.” 

“Must be frustrating to be the weirdest gal on the block.” 

“Jack ... Daddy ... I don’t want to talk about this right now.” I'd 
turned almost petulant, buried my nose in his armpit to try to keep 
from thinking how unlikely it was that Jack and I would be able to 
relate in broad daylight, with our clothes on. Boys and girls, what a 

mess. Girls and girls were almost as bad. It was true that I had a hard 
time finding lovers willing to follow me all over the gender-and-sex 
landscape. If I wasn’t too queer I was too kinky. If I wasn’t too kinky 
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too insatiable. If I wasn’t that I was too slutty or even too 
All of ena I was worried that Jack would realize who 
stuck his butt in the air for, have an episode of heterosexual 
ic. € out. 
aa of psychic, though. “You’re too much for most 
le, aren’t you, Randy-Miranda? Just too queer. What do Li 
ak, I'm gonna decide I don’t want my dick to smell like fish! i 
ed at him, then frowned and nodded. “Child, any faggot sais d 
Ba love goddess with a big dick out of bed is ene, I don t me 
it anybody says. I don’t give a fuck that you're a girl. aa 
ecked you creatures were receiving far different socialization. I 
st consider this a little science sh cist Ny 
f ing at that, couldn’t help it. 
‘ eet ans implied earlier that you could fist me. I’ve 
ever been fisted by a woman before, and none of my friends have 
sither. I don’t think. And I will try anything once. You’re such a 
on plicated little animal, I might have to try you more than once. 
: the interests of science, you understand. Miss Miranda, how 
abo r date?” 
4q ei me onto my back and kissed me, just like the first kiss 
ast ni t undid me. 

ql qutee daddy’s science project,” I thought fuzzily as my 
hands found his nipple rings and tugged on them. I would crawl on 
my belly like a human reptile straight through the flames of hell for 
Kisses like this. He sucked on my lower lip and my cunt started to 
it oluntarily spasm. When we came up for breath, only for . 
second, I whispered, “I don’t think ‘zs date is over yet, Daddy,” an 
‘pulled him back down. 
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Birthday boy 


f oe eon the seat to the toilet while he was still in 
e shower. He was singing some rock song to 
himself. While I was waiting for him I ae blade in the me 
razor I held. Then I sat there and watched him through the opaque 
glass wall. He had a nice, sleek build now. Not like when I first found 
him. Then he was all pasty pale and soft, just a no-good layabout 
with a bloated belly and sticks for arms and legs. I had him spend 
some time in the gym, kept up regularly now, and we got him into 
decent shape. 

He finally pulled open the door to the shower. “Hi, Daddy,” he 
said when he saw me waiting. I held the razor up in the air. That's 
all I ever have to do to let him know what’s going on. He smiled and 
reached for the baby oil we keep right there just for these occasions. 
He smeared the oil over his body. Then, without drying off, he 
stepped out of the shower. 

This hadn’t been necessary when I first took him on. Back then 
he had hardly any body hair. But now he was turning twenty-two. 
I was god-damned if I was going to have a boy with hair on his 
chest and his belly or his cock and his balls. He understood. 

Back then he also had long, greasy hair that fell over his shoul- 
ders. He even had been trying to grow a mustache. I cured him of 
those things right away. A boy should look good for his dad. Now 


he kept his face clean-shaven and went to the barber every Monday 
— or else. 
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od up and faced him. He knew the routine. He lifted his arms 
t his hands behind his neck. He spread his legs. I reached 
n of shaving cream. 
baby oil makes a nice foundation for the soapy foam. It helps 
own hairs and makes for a closer shave. I spread the cream 
exposed armpits, down over his chest and stomach. I took 
ast handful of the stuff and rubbed it over his cock and balls. 
W ent to work, scraping away the stubble that had scratched me 
aight. The armpits and torso were no problem. But that damn 
sprang a big boner when I took hold of his dick and cleaned off 
s that were growing along his shaft. His hard-on didn’t get 
er when I grasped his balls and got them smooth too. 
it was all done, his prick was still poking the atmosphere. 
Keeping his arms in position behind his neck, he turned around 
ent over, spreading his legs even more. This was the important 
rt. I smeared more shaving cream up and down the split of his ass 
d all over his cheeks as well. If there was any part of a boy’s body 
it should be hairless, this was it, the butt. I scraped those melon 
seks clean as a newborn’s. I do love this boy’s ass, I have to admit 
it. It’s nice and round, firm and smooth. 
T lingered over his asshole, getting a nice moan from my little 
an for that special attention. I was real careful while I shaved the 
fevice between his buns. I didn’t want any nicks or scrapes on that 
art of his body. 
~ When it was all done I gave him a good-natured slap on the rear 
nd He stood up and took the towel and dried himself off, his hard 
One still spearing the air. These boys, I tell you, they’re perpetually 
__ The soap and baby oil made a nice odor for a young man, much 
etter than deodorant or cologne or that shit. I’ve always told him, 
smell like sweat or you smell like soap. That’s all that a real male 
should stink of. He believes me, he pretty much believes everything 
‘tell him, or at least he has the good sense to make me think he does. 
4 I motioned him toward the bedroom. He went ahead and sat on 
he edge of our mattress. I stood in front of him and took off my 
10thes. Then I handed him a condom from our bedside table. I 
aught him from the beginning that he had to learn to put on his 
taddy’s rubber. Daddy’s dick has been in lots of places in his life and 
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it still wanders €very once in a whil ’sj 
e, that , 
boy should know to take precautions siete, A 
He was real good about rollin 
g the rubber out over 
was all hard and ready wh 1 ye aoe 
bana Eo y when he whined, Daddy, please let me suck 
“You just spread ’em like 
1 ju you know you're supposed to.” | sa; 
and I said it sharpl ie aaa 
ae aes arply enough that he knew better than to fool around 
Rare haa quickly. Once he was laying back on the mattress he 
af re arms up underneath his knees so his elbows worked to 
ius legs up and apart. I’ve always told him that a boy should h 
his hole wide open for his daddy. a 
* Sap up i ped uncut donkey dick slide into the hairless 
* * Here's nothing like shoving your cock into a bov’ 
bottom, nothing in this whole w Se ic a and 
, orld. I let my prick elid 
down his chute, feeling the smoothly shaven skin. ita 
ie knew I liked him to tighten up while I was fucking him. I 
o t want to be wasting my dick on a loose ass, I'd told him. His 
* cter was good and firm and every once in a while he’d clamp 
ss on my cock, just enough to show me how much he cared. 
+was having such a good time I didn’t really let it all last as long 
Asie should. I felt my come building up in my balls and the damn 
Stull was Just bursting to get free. I shoved into my boy a few hard 
times and then lost my whole load with a loud yell from me and a 
whimper of disappointment from him. 
: : rolled off him and waited patiently while he finished the drill. 
€ brought a warm towel to the bedside and then gently rolled the 


Pine ec - ie birthday, can I beat off this morning?” 
want o jerkoff What the hell tig? nt 7Y COCK and now you 
ae ote vee la thought you'd let me have a special time on 

“You know better than this. You i 
ant ‘i pS i of the day. Te Psi ies 
your schoolwork, 7, Seater te vi eh . pee Saar laa ee 
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re r respect, if you get home on time. You have to earn that, 
damn well know it.” 
jockstrap was lying there on the floor beside my things. I 
lit up and tossed it at his face. A jock’s what I like to see a boy 
ng. I think it’s one of the most useful pieces of clothing there 
leaves his butt and his hole open for playing, but it covers up 
ard dick when it might get in the way. 
mnny boy knew what was good for him and he tried to put his 
rod into the elastic pouch. He really was growing up; the blood 
‘head of his dick wouldn’t fit underneath the elastic and he had 
alk into the kitchen with his boner still showing up over the top 
he waistband. Unlike mine, his was cut. It didn’t bother me. I 
ik he’s got a nice cock. It’s just too bad we’re not the same. A 
her and son should have matching dicks, I always think. 
Now, of course, I’m not his real father — what they call his birth- 
ther — though I’m old enough to be that. I got him when he was a 
er in trouble and I showed him the way out of juvenile 
slinquency through hard work and strict persuasion. The way any 
Stless boy has to find himself is with someone giving him a firm 
and. I was willing to provide that. So, I became his other dad, his 
birth dad, that’s what I like to call it. 
He might be twenty-two as of today, but he wasn’t grown up yet. 
And he knew it. He knew he still needed someone stronger and older 
0 keep him in shape, make sure he did the right things to help him 
ature. Someday he might stop being a boy and then I'd let him 
know it. I’d be sad to see him go off as a fully developed man. Maybe 
he never will get to that time where he’d want to leave. We'd have 
D see. 
_ “Time for me to get to school,” he said. He had been a high 
‘school dropout when I found him on the streets. I wouldn’t stand 
for that. I told him I wouldn’t have an ignorant boy living in my 
house. He went right back to night classes to get his diploma. He did 
" well enough to make it into a local college after he graduated. 
“You leave the money?” I asked him. 
_ “Sure thing, Dad, it’s on the dresser just where it’s supposed 
to be.” 
College expenses are high these days. I had decided he needed to 
help foot the bill. There weren’t many things I thought he might do 


‘As 
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at first. Then I realized I'd developed one of the best parts of him, 
that slick body with all its hard muscles. He used to be uptight about 
sex and nudity, but I'd taken care of those inhibitions and got him 
used to flaunting his naked body all the time and being constantly 
available for someone else’s appreciation of his sex. 

Times were changing and these days a boy can pick up more than 
a few bucks working at the male strip joints that all those women like 
to go to. I sent him off and got him some dance lessons and then 
signed him up at the Golden Banana, a place near our house. 

The women there liked him. They were forever putting bills 
down his G-string, most of them ones, but some of them fives, tens, 
even a few twenties. He knew that he was supposed to bring the 
money back to me, and he did. There was always a nice big stack of 
bills on the bureau. 

The boy dressed up for school. I made him wear clean, crisply 
pressed chinos, an oxford-cloth shirt, dark socks, and loafers he 
polished every night. I wasn’t going to have him appear on a college 
campus and not show the educational process its due respect. It 
frosted me that none of the boys ever wore ties and jackets to class 
anymore. 

“You be home at six.” 

“Yes,” he said as he kissed me on the cheeks. “Dad,” he hesitated, 
‘Tl be really good today; can I please have your dick for my 
birthday present?” 

“You'll see what your present is when I’m good and ready for 
you to see it.” 

He did present a problem about sex. It wasn’t just that he wanted 
it so often and would have jerked his boner ten times a day if I let 
him, but he was always hungry to chow down on prick. He wanted 
to suck every minute of every day. Now, I don’t mind a good blow 


job, and I think every boy should know how to give decent head, 


but I think it’s more important that a boy learn to take cock up his 
ass. That’s why I had him start the day — every day — witha 
fucking. 

Just as he was going out the front door, the phone rang. He came 
back inside to answer it. I listened to his side of the conversation. He 
didn’t seem to be very happy about something. When he hung Fr 
he swore, “Damn, and I have a test to study for.” 
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‘a 


hat’s the problem?” 

was the Golden Banana. They have a gig for me this lunch 
There was lots of call for the dancers to go to private events, 
e them strip for parties, showers, that kind of thing. It meant 
x tra dough for the dancers, and I didn’t think he should be so 
er about these things. “You go ahead and do it. You can study 
othe: time.” 

asn’t happy about the idea. I didn’t leave him much free 
s i was. Extra study hours meant something was going to have 
sacrificed. 

ll probably be some joke on someone, not even a party where 
appreciated,” he said unhappily. But he went upstairs and 
tec his costume and then was out the door, on his way to 


uu don’t get to be a good dad just by applying discipline. A 
good dad has to do more than that if he wants his boy to love 
You have to let a few breaks in the front show, demonstrate 
jow much you appreciate having a boy in your power and how 
he means to you. 
at noon that day, I was sitting in an empty house, waiting for 
ne place belonged to an old friend of mine the boy hadn’t met. 
lice enough, certainly nice enough for my purposes. 
en the bell rang at the front door, I went over and answered 
re was my boy all dressed up in his stripper’s costume. I 
design it myself. 

>” he said. 
eld up a couple twenties. “I got the money. I thought I'd like 
or myself.” 
arew his arms around me and started kissing me all emotion- 
us is for my birthday?” 
p this!” I told him. “I paid my money. I want a show.” 
a he got it. I'd been to the Golden Banana a few times, but 
¢ always been a large audience between him on the stage 
far in the back of the room. He told me he wanted to be able 
:just for me sometime, and this was his chance. 
d on a jock costume. He was dressed as a football player, 
with pads. The dancers were always expected to provide 
music for these private gigs. He had a boom box with him. 
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He smirked at me, knowing that this i i 

from his usual carcas. ris ot alia 
I sat back on the couch and smiled right back at him. He plugged 
in the music and turned on the tape. It was deep, raucous music 
stripper’s tunes. He began to show off his stuff. He moved —_ 
the room with an exaggerated strut, throwing his hips from one side 
to the other. When he got right in front of me, he began to 
seductively rub his crotch, lifting up his balls and cock and teasin: 

me with them. ; 

He pulled off his jersey and showed the pads underneath. He'd 
worked out this routine so the undoing of the pads was as erotic 
as every other part of it. He was bare-chested under the equip- 
“a8 When it fell to the floor I could see his shaved chest and 

elly. 

He began to be coy with his pants, moving them down over his 
abdomen but then pulling them back up again when the first hint of 
his pubic hair began to show. This was probably my favorite part of 
his body. I always had him sunbathe wearing a Speedo, and wearing 
it precisely the same way every time he went to the beach or the 
pool. It had worked and he now had a perfect tan line. His stomach 
was toasted brown — and I knew his legs were too — but his middle 
was pale, pale white. It was untouched by the sun and the skin was 
so clear you could even see the arteries showing like blue tubes 
underneath his flesh. 

He turned around then and began to play the same teasing game 
with the pants, rolling them down over his snowy white butt, then 
pulling them back again. “Take it off!” I growled at him. He moved 
more quickly then, a bigger smile on his face. He got rid of the pants 
and stood there in just his jockstrap. His dick was half-hard and 
arced out against the elastic pouch. He turned around once more 
and now I could see the whole of his bare ass. He spread the cheeks 
and let me see the little nubbin of his hole. It stared at me, unpro 
tected by hair, naked, open for me. 

My own prick was at full attention. I was kneading it through my 
pants. It was only willpower that kept me from acting right away: 
Then the boy slowly and erotically pulled down the jock. He spu? 
around and his nice, boyish cock was right in front of me, fully erect 


now. 
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wipped my fly and brought out my own uncut cock. It was 
shard now as I peeled the foreskin back and showed him how 
Twas for him. 

ad a condom ready. I threw it at him. “Wanna fuck me, 
ly?” he said lewdly, his free hand massaging his butt. 

Yo, boy, I want you to put that thing on my dick and then I 
you to scoff it up. I want the best blow job in the world.” 

le dropped to his knees and put on the rubber. Then he held 
ock in his hands. He looked up at me from his kneeling 
on, his eyes full of youthful wonder. “This is my birthday 
ent, isn’t it?” 

‘One of them,” I said. “You got some more coming.” 

Then he dove down, swallowing the whole thing in one gulp, as 
ugh he’d been deprived of cock all his life. I leaned back and 
the hot mouth as it worked on my shaft. This time I would 
ly have to hold back from coming too quickly. A dad has to 
<e moments like this really special. 

His head bobbed on my dick. He was licking, sucking, smacking 
ips as he kept up the pressure and the pleasure. I looked down 
im and saw his head moving with its own rhythm. Beyond it was 
‘beautiful white ass of his. I really wanted to plank that butt again 
at now, but I had obligations to fulfill. Besides, there was always 
aight. I threw my head back against the cushion and abandoned 
self to everything that was happening. 

Oh, these are times when a man’s glad to be a good daddy. 
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¥ ou are blindfolded, hands tied behind your back, 
body bent over the counter at the bar. Your daddy 
kicks your legs apart, bringing your face down hard onto the cold 
wood surface beneath you. Daddy asks you again, “Are you 
Daddy’s Boy? Will you be good for Daddy?” 

“Yes,” you quietly respond, “I am your Boy, Daddy.” 

“Good, then keep still!” 

You feel the edge of the knife run down your spine and you 
obediently freeze your body. It runs up and down the length of your 
back, gently at first, the blade not breaking the skin. You no longer 
need to force your body still, you have surrendered, held here only 
by the hand on the back of your neck and the point of the blade. 
Soon the strokes become shorter, quicker, and deeper. Quick cuts 
one after the other moving across your shoulder, your back. Each 
cut deeper, harder, now drawing blood as you become lost in the 
rhythm of the searing strokes, possessing your entire body, tearing 
your skin apart. Each stroke digging further inside of you, pulling 
more of you out. Cutting you over and over and over. Opening you 
like no one’s fist could ever open you. Cutting you until you are 
screaming for mercy. Not because you want Daddy to stop, but 
because you know that you don’t ever want Daddy to stop. You beg 
for mercy to save you from your own desire. 
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i A moment ago, on the bar stool, my fingers fold- 
" ed around a bottle of Beck’s and my mouth full 
e, I'd been having a good time. Nervousness hadn’t yet 
in. I was waiting, and that was all. 

Bars are good places to wait in. This one, Cecily’s, is a favorite 
nine. I like the music they play here; I like the open windows. 

in late summer, the wind travels in to stir the corners of 
k kta napkins laid all along the bar like-a procession of ladies’ 
ndkerchiefs in a medieval play. Their whiteness whispers of invi- 
ion, surrender. Bars are the kind of places where such deals are 
ide: will you come with me, will you let me buy you a drink, will you notice 
} pick me out of the crowd, be the answer to my dreams? 

I'm moving gently to the music, Laura Nyro’s “Lucky.” They 
y Billie Holliday here, Nina Simone, Roberta Flack, Wishbone — 
i you seldom hear in public places anymore. Those intimate old 
igs can run along your veins and make you throb with longing. 
g that drives people here — to any bar; but in this one, with 
Sic, it grows like bacteria in a petri dish, unchecked. 

€ been sitting here almost an hour. My friend Addie is bartend- 

¢ stopping sometimes to talk to me while, like in the movies, she 
shes glasses. This isn’t customary for bartenders these days and 
trikes me as quaint, in keeping with the upholstered paisley 
airs, walnut-framed mirrors, and English fox-hunting prints. 
Mastro Street standards this is a classy place — deliberately so; it 
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attracts an older crowd, professional women, a few men in suits, | 
don’t belong here, and perhaps that’s why Linden chose Cecily’s as 
our meeting spot — as a way of blowing a figurative raspberry at a 
certain segment of the gay population that, in Linden’s words, “takes 
itself too fucking seriously.” 

I’m not fooled by it, though: tonight’s customers have come for 
all the usual reasons people go to bars. I sway lightly on the stool, 
covered in its claret-colored faux velvet; I wish that I were drinking 
absinthe, some sorrowful old-fashioned drink like that. I can feel the 
hunger all around me, just a little of it at this hour, with the wind 
and sun at the windows: there will be plenty of chances tonight, 
maybe, for everybody. Across the room, a group of women are 
laughing, playing pool — none of them caring yet who’s going to 
lose. 


av 


“They’re all staring at you,” Linden says behind me. 

The bar stool I’m sitting on begins to swivel almost before I’ve 
registered the words. My knees part, and she walks up to stand 
between them, her rightful place. 

“Hi, baby...” Breathing into my neck. 

I lift my arms and they go sweetly around her shoulders, like a 
child’s. My head bows. I don’t even greet her, except with this, my 
body bent in all the ways she likes, the heat of my skin pressed 
against her. She’s smiling, I can feel it. 

“Hey, Linden,” Addie calls from behind the bar. “You want to 
peel off for a second and order something?” 

“I can order right where I am,” Linden laughs. 

Addie knows what she wants anyway: a shot of tequila with a 
Corona chaser and lime. Linden’s drinking habits are very precise: 
It takes Addie a minute to bring the order, which she slides across 
to us on a pair of those white napkins. 

“Such public displays are a disgrace to this establishment,” sh¢ 
announces lightly. 

Linden, still standing between my knees, answers, “Bullshit: 
they’re why this establishment exists.” She reaches out, sends the 
shot neatly down her throat. “Why do you think gay bars were 
invented in the first place?” 
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Why do you think bedrooms were?” Addie counters. “And 
low blinds?” 
he’s smiling, but I know she means it. Behind her, in the framed 
ror, I can see Linden’s face, the blue sheen of her straight hair 
ng over one eye, her pointed ears, her black eyebrows arched 
chievously. She is smiling too. 
‘It’s too early in the evening for the bedroom,” she says. “Bars 
¢ at two; that’s the time to go home and get into something really 
enturous. How much do I owe you?” 
Feena is running a tab,” Addie says, shaking her head. 
‘Is that right, Angelface?” Linden takes my chin between her 
srs, tips my head back. The sun coming in over her shoulder 
me blink. “God, what foresight you have. Another then, 
38 e drinks too much, knows it, and holds it well. I imagine she’s 
n thrown out of bars for “public displays” but never for drunk- 
s; what she does, she does equally well sober. 
* queeze her hips with the insides of my legs. She’s tall; my perch 
this bar stool makes us of a height. She’s big, too — husky, 
ad-shouldered, with fists big around as my knees. With my 
vision I watch her, reflected in the mirror behind the bar. 
atch us together. The contrast between us is so erotic, I find 
self detaching from the sight. Instead of us, Linden and Feena, I 


phera 


a sigh blonde in her early twenties, skin fair and delicate as 
ie. Dark-eyed, though she’s so light, hair the color of sugar, 
br ows pale almost to invisibility, giving her narrow face a look 
urprised innocence. She makes a cradle of her lower body, inside 
h the taller woman stands — in a black leather jacket shining 
et ink, one long arm stretched out along the bar, feet planted 


I close my eyes. 

It is partly for this, the inescapable fact that she could overpower 
, ind with crushing ease, that I give what I give. I have decided 
© is a greater dignity in giving of my own volition. But it’s 
dicated: Force is not the issue here; quite the opposite. It is my 
mt that animates everything we do. And yet we each feel how 
Ue I am in her grasp; she must know, as I know, that on an 
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animal level my acquiescence is something of a joke — a formality, 
at the very least. 

Our affair has been going on for four months. I spend most of 
my time now in a state of hushed amazement, at what she is bold 
enough to ask for, and what I with a tremendous internal gulp am 
willing to supply. 

But the look of that blonde in the mirror, who is me — the 
brightness of her eyes and the fresh color in her cheeks and mouth 
— says what I have no words for: could be a full-color ad, in fact, for 
what we’re doing. 

“You look gorgeous,” Linden is saying to me, following my gaze. 
“T think you’re thriving.” She feeds me her lime, one hand at the 
back of my neck. I lick her palm. 

There’s much I would like to know about her. She works as an 
investigator for the city, odd hours; when she’s working I don’t see 
her or even hear from her for several days running. Then she'll call, 
like she did this morning, and tell me to meet her somewhere, at a 
certain time, and it all begins again. I have a regular job, nine-to-five, 
as a pattern cutter for a children’s clothing company. I adjust my 
schedule to hers. When we’re together we rarely discuss the other 
parts of our lives. 

“Another Corona, Addie. And whatever Feena’s drinking.” 

“Thank you,” I say shyly. 

Aretha is singing “Chain of Fools” and the plaintive strains of it 
hang in the air like smoke. The windows show a dark lilac sky 
streaked with yellow. At the pool table, a civilized argument has 
broken out. 

“This place is best in the afternoon,” Linden is saying to me- 
“It'll get crowded in here soon, the wrong kind of crowd too, not 
my style.” She moves her shoulders restlessly under the leather 
jacket. “Bunch of Financial District types, worrying about theit 
investment portfolios and the price of pork rinds on a Saturday 
night.” 

“That’s just posing,” I answer. “The desperation’s as bad here aS 
anywhere.” 

She looks down at me with interest. “Spoken like you’ve spe?! 
some time in refined watering holes — sweet young thing like you 
And maybe some not-too-refined ones. How old are you, anyw4Y? 
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fwenty-four.” I fix a patient look on her face. “I feel at home in 
You and I met in one, as I recall.” 

ddie says, “You know we’re offering appetizers now. You can 
them right here at the bar. Anybody interested?” 

[ turn; I hadn’t realized she was still standing so close. I wonder 
3e’s been listening to our conversation. 

“No, thanks. I’m getting ready for some real food.” Linden 
raises Addie, and when she goes to the far end of the bar, 
ments, “The two of you are friends, is that it?” 

ind of. We knew each other as kids; when I came out, she was 
only dyke I knew, so I used to come in here a lot. These days I 
k she considers herself my protector.” 

Is that right?” Linden lights a cigarette thoughtfully, squinting at 
through the smoke. “And what is it you need protection from?” 
I feel my face grow warm. 

“Your reputation isn’t my doing, Linden. Apparently, she knows 
u; I notice she didn’t have to be told what you drink, and she 
led you by name.” 

‘Oh, sure,” she shrugs. “Addie and I go way back. This place 
d to be on my way home from work, when I was a printer’s 
| mever saw you in here. I’d have remembered.” 

Pd have remembered you, too. Especially if you’d been wearing 
lething like this.” 

And without warning one of her hands goes under my skirt. 
 Basp, and jump a little, so that she steadies me with her left arm, 


Very nice,” she says softly. “You’re not wearing any underwear.” 
You said I shouldn’t, on the phone.” My heart is pounding, as 
i from the suddenness as from what she’s doing. 

that’s right,” she murmurs. “I did say that, didn’t I? God, ’'m 


Ve both laugh, and I get the hiccups. 


Stop that,” she says, and to my astonishment they vanish. 
Vow,” she says. “I’m good.” 

iggling, I lean into her — partly for camouflage. Her knuckles 
th insides of my thighs, first one and then the other. It feels 
: want it not to stop, there’s something cold and hot moving 


g 
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along my veins and I feel my chest rise steeply, fluttering. The fear 
is starting, lifting the roots of my hair and all the delicate hairs on 
my arms and legs, subtly. The muscles of my legs are tightening and 
as always I have to tell myself, Relax, Feena. Let it happen. 

She often begins this way — both suddenly and gently, a disarm- 
ing combination. I know why we made this date tonight, we are both 
here for the same reason, and yet I’m always, absurdly, surprised 
when it begins. Perhaps I’m expecting mannerliness of her, or 
hesitation; I wonder, in the days we’re apart, how she can possibly 
be what she is, and how I can allow it. Yet I’ve known since the night 
we met what her interest in me was. 

I'd been drinking vodka gimlets, I remember. She watched me 
finish a drink and tip the glass back, catching the lime garnish in my 
mouth. When I felt her stare and looked over, she offered me the 
lime out of her own drink. I reached for it and she shook her head, 
almost imperceptibly. My heart began to beat hard, like now. I was 
very drunk, but not enough for that. 

And yet I did it, leaning across to where she stood, opening my 
mouth, and closing my lips softly around her fingertips. Sliding the 
slice of lime out from between them with my teeth. 

We hadn't said a word till then, hadn’t even exchanged names. 
She smiled at me, and pulled me to her with one hand, kissed me on 
the mouth. “You're a natural, Babyface.” I didn’t understand what 
she meant. But I understood when she strode out of the bar, mY 
wrist caught between her fingers. 

It had been just sex that night, the kind of sex you have with 
strangers — polite and careful, accommodating. Like a well-mar 
nered butch, she began first on me. It was fine; there were e 
surprises. I was cooperatively approaching a climax when she sa! 
to me, very softly in the darkness: “Ask me.” 

Those two words made the blood in my body seem to revers€ 
direction. The orgasm faltered and fell away, and I lay panting, ey 
squeezed shut. You've got to be joking ... This is a joke, right? 

I opened my eyes. Hers were gleaming down at me in wh 
now the faint light of early morning. No. It was no joke. 


at was 


In that second, I knew this wasn’t like the one-night stands I 


routinely had. I wanted to see her again, had to see her agalls 
whatever it took. 
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ccept — Anything else, Linden. That I can’t do. To this day it’s the 
thing I deny her. 


he gets me off anyway. But her wish continues to hang in the 
9etween us, unspoken. 


i have goosebumps,” she comments, still stroking the insides of 
highs. “Are you chilled?” 

Yeah, chilled,” I mutter into her jacket, and she chuckles. My 
is closing and opening helplessly. I breathe in the smell of her, 
it and leather and tobacco and beer, those smells that have been 
ag women on for ages. I am readying myself for the rest of the 
, and as always the questions dance in my mind: What 1s she gong 
ant of me tonight? Can I give it to her? 

Lean back,” she’s telling me quietly. “Slide your hips toward 


high 


obey. My legs remain apart and it is now clear to anyone who 
it be watching (and whoever isn’t already — Addie, for instance 
n will be) what is happening. My face is very hot and tears are 
to the surface; I say her name, a hushed moan. 

ou blondes blush so beautifully.” 

inden,” I say again, low. 

er fingertip settles very deliberately on my clit, and rests there. 
Ih, God. Please,” I whisper. 

he muscles of my thighs have become rigid, resisting the 
$€ to close. I’m not sure how much control I have: either the 
‘will overcome me and I will close them, knowing I will have 
wer for that later tonight, or they will relax of their own 
, unable to stand the strain anymore. If that happens I will 
b| y come. 

inden, please. I don’t want to do it here. Please.” I’m talking 
W, in a soft hiss. She knows I mean it, and her response is to 
wn with her finger, hard enough to hurt. Her eyes never 
©. I buck on the stool, then shake all over. 

die says the management doesn’t like — might fire her—” ’m 


k Addie,” Linden pronounces cheerfully. “Fuck the manage- 
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She slides her middle finger in me to the knuckle. I am so wet it 
goes in audibly — holds — is drawn back out again. Everyone is 
listening to this, I’m sure of it; Linden tilts her head just slightly to 
one side, beaming, to show that she heard it, wants me to know she 
did. I can’t catch my breath. This is too much, too much. 

It is all too much, of course. In my saner moments I’m sure this 


is a battle I must lose. 
But what exactly would losing mean? 
“We're going to get thrown out of here,” I whimper. 
“Wouldn't be the first time,” she says, “for me anyway. But I bet 
youre the kind of nice girl who never gets thrown out of places, am 


I right?” ars: onl 
“Well, yes.” look up at her, tears swimmung mn my eyes. 0) 


Addie’s family, for Chrissakes.” 
ane don’t know you, do they?” She shoves her finger in ~ 
“You don’t really know yourself anymore, in fact. Do you, oo 
I bend my head and the tears slip down. When I haven't seen a 
wi 


for a while, she affects me more. It’s like an acquired tolerance, 


we do. 

“You’ve missed me too, 
closer. “Look at the state you're in.” 

My thighs squeeze together involuntarily. 
her finger impales me. I feel my cunt clamp down o 
Moisture slides out of me. I can’t prevent it. 

“My skirt is getting wet,” I whisper. 

She laughs, and then abruptly, like she went in, 


I dive forward like a thrown switch, my hands groping for the bar® 


edge. J 
Okay,” she says. “Let’s go.” She throws a twenty on the 


“Don’t want Addie to lose her job, do we?” 


av 


Outside it’s nearly dark, and the wind is keen. She 

arm around my shoulders and half carries me to the car oe 

absently through her teeth. Her eyes are bright, ee 
She drives an old Alfa Romeo, dark green. The upho s 

is black and splitting, and there’s a pair of hot pink 

hanging from the rearview mirror. I slide inside. 


whist! 
streé 
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haven’t you,” she breathes, leaning 


It doesn’t matter NOW, 
n it, then release. 


pulls out of me. 
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Down on the seat,” she orders me casually. “On your back.” 
She starts the engine. I’ve done what she wants, but my heart is 
fing to pound again, it’s hard to think, and I don’t know how 
h of what I’m feeling is sexual excitement, how much anxiety. I 
w that this particular thing evokes my past, and that afterward I 
feel clear, strong, as if I’ve conquered something. But during it 
I slide on that edge of fear, anger, hopelessness — and there’s 
ys the chance that one of these days I'll drop over to the other 
and stay there. 

Open your shirt,” she tells me. 

t doesn’t,” I say faintly, feeling sick. “There are no buttons.” 
Phen take it off.” 

Jo as she says. It is still too light out, and too cold, for this. That 
dn t trouble her, but already I am imagining being pulled over, 
ng down with pneumonia in jail. I’ve never even had a parking 


four skirt,” she says, and when I’ve yanked it up she leans 
3 and roughly separates my knees: “This is mine. Do you 
stand? It’s mine, anywhere and anytime I want.” 
es,” I whisper. 
‘touches me between my legs, then-moves to my breasts. 
ind is warm and rough, and my body rises to it. Out of the 
of my eye, I watch her left hand on the steering wheel. I 
T if she can be as nonchalant as she seems; I think of 
Mans, other drivers, and I start to shake. Surely this will be 
€ I won't be able to follow through. Surely I’ll sit up now, 
hing down, tell her this is too much — illegal, for one 
tazy — I can’t do it. 
mind is beginning to go blank. 

: wt 


whos real name is Jackson, and who wanted as a teenager 
ed Jake, was the worst of the three. His younger brothers, 
Uharles, craved excitement, idealized the kind of brutal- 
yin movies, but I knew even as a child that I had little to 
them Still, it would’ve helped if their fathers (Jake’s was 
rom his brothers’) had been around. Since they weren’t, 
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the boys ran wild. Their mother, my aunt Ona, was ineffectual, 
perpetually exhausted. 

And resentful, I see now. She didn’t want the added trouble and 
responsibility of her kid sister coming to live with her. But the sister 
— my mother — had nowhere else to go. Ona’s den was converted 
to a bedroom, which my mother and I shared like a couple of 
teenage sisters. 

There was nowhere then for the boys to play Ping-Pong and 
watch TV. Somehow we were to blame for all of it, for the fact that 
Ona could not control them, for Jackie’s time spent in the California 
Youth Authority, and for his eventual disappearance when he was 
twenty-two. 

If my father hadn’t died— 

But he did die, and my childhood was what it was. 

They have to know what's going on, I thought so often that after a 
while I didn’t hear the words in my head anymore. Instead, there 
was a constant hum: They have to know, we live under the same roof. 

I have talked to my mother about it since. No, she didn’t know. 
She is terribly sorry, she knows she failed me, will I ever be able to 
forgive her — “But you know, don’t you, that I did the best I could? 
Don’t you know that, Feeni?” 

I don’t. lam not sure she didn’t close her ears and eyes while we 
lived with them. I’m not sure I can forgive something I don’t even 
know how to get to the bottom of. What did happen, what did she 
see, how much could I or she have prevented? I don’t know, and my 
mother’s abject apologies, followed by defensiveness — my mother, 
who was the only person whose help I wanted — do me no good. I 
am left with the problem of how to heal myself. 

Friends, a support group, lovers I’ve had: there has been ” 
shortage of comfort now that I no longer need it. I have dutifully 
told my story to all of them. They’ve been offended, outraged on 
my behalf. It’s done some good, I suppose. I don’t think I . 
Jackie on the street anymore, I no longer have nightmares. B 
I’m full of a kind of heaviness all the time, like a drug. I’m 
cynical, so accepting of it all: I know myself to be a casu 


I know were sexually abused as children? Is no one but ™ 
surprised? 
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the times, of my sex — isn’t it appalling that almost all the wom 


fine wasn’t the worst case. There is another cousin of mine, 
sn, whose father regularly stripped her and beat her with wire 
gers. There’s my friend Jan, raped by a neighbor who warned 
cut her tongue out if she told. And the stories in my support 
up — if I have nightmares at all these days, it is about things I heard 
re, coming out of the mouths of grown women who almost cannot 
=? with themselves, who carry teddy bears with them, or knives. 
By comparison, I was left emotionally intact. Physically, too: he 
n’t touch me, none of them did. If I had had a room of my own 
but I didn’t, my mother was there. That much she did for me. 

But she couldn’t protect me during the day: for instance, in the 
mings, when my cousins climbed the drainpipe on the side of the 
¢ so they could watch me in the bathroom. Or at night when 
‘would call me from friends’ houses, whisper dirty things to me 
the phone. These were boyish pranks, my mother told me. She 
[it nervously, her hand coming up to encircle her own neck, as 
e te were a cold draft in the room. But she laughed. 

And, of course, where would we be without Aunt Ona? As if this 
: something I needed reminding of. 

Knew, then, not to tell her when Jackie called me into his room 
day, pulled down his pants, and began to masturbate. “Open 
ey es,” he commanded me. “Watch.” He did it very coldly, the 
ssion on his face not changing until the last minute. Unlike his 
her s, he did whatever he did to me systematically, seemingly 
rested in my reactions. I might have cried or lashed out if I 
ght it would help. As it was, I became stone-faced myself, 
it. I tried not to pay attention to what he was doing, to the 
of it, the thing in his hand that reminded me of a fat red 
other arm hung loose at his side; he stood with his weight 
= leg, casually. My mind spun away from the scene while my 
liently remained fixed on what he wanted me to see. 

ght about him constantly in those days: who he was, what 
K€ a person want to do the things he did. We shared a 
iosity about each other, without affection, certainly with- 
ust. As a little boy, Ona said, he used to dismantle every 
ce in the house, just to see how it worked. I felt he would like 
he same thing to me, not for any particular reason, but just 
Twas around. 
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“Open your mouth,” she says. She slides a rolled tortilla, dripping 
with butter, into it, and watches smiling as I chew. 

We are in a Mexican restaurant in the Mission district. She is 
drinking coffee; I’ve switched to mineral water. Our food has yet to 
arrive. 

She’s telling me jokes she heard at work — is delighted by my 
laughter. Her delivery is good. She pantomimes scenes for me, the 
men sitting around the station, scratching themselves, talking about 
what they’re going to do to their wives that night when they get 
home. 

“Then sometimes the wife’ll show up,” she says, eyes dancing. 
“And she'll be going on about how she made him reupholster the 
couch last weekend, and how she’s dragging him to her sister’s that 
night for dinner and he better wear a tie, and no lip from him, either. 
And did he remember to stop and pick up those forms from H&R 
Block? And he’s there bobbing his head, yes ma’am, no ma’am, and 
after she’s hauled him away the others swagger around, puffing their 
chests out. And you know damn well it’s the same for them at 
home.” 

I laugh. 

“You’ve got to come by someday, Angelface. One look at you 
and they'll — well, they’ll appreciate my taste.” This is said with a 
wicked grin. 

“Good save,” I say, rolling my eyes. 

I’m concealing my surprise — though why should I be surprised? 
We've been dating for four months now; why shouldn’t she invite 
me to her workplace? 

Dating, though, is not exactly how I think of this. And I am not 
sure what she might want me to do for her in front of those men. 

I feel a stirring of anger. God but she’s handsome, sitting across 
from me with that red wall behind her, the blackness of her hair, the 
span of her shoulders, all sharply outlined. 

I don’t know how to voice what it is I’m feeling: Can you say 
someone — can you say after all we’ve done together, J don’t know yo 
out there in the world? Can you say while keeping a straight face, You 
can violate me as you've done, you have my permission, but please don't 
embarrass me socially ? 
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don’t say anything, in the end. Our food comes, and I look up 

led when I hear her address the waitress in Spanish. 

‘Lorina. She’s great,” Linden says to me, after she’s gone. She 

ps out her red napkin and drapes it across her lap. “I’ve been 

ning here for years, and she always waits on me, no matter what 

tion she’s got. She told me she thinks you're pretty,” she adds. 

“J didn’t know you could speak Spanish.” 

"With a name like Velasquez, you didn’t think I could speak 
nish?” 

4 ell, but your first name, that’s not Spanish.” 

“No, my father’s Welsh. I’m a half-breed. What about you?” 

I am startled again. “Uh — German, Irish, a bunch of things. 

ena’ is an Irish name, it means deer.” 

She is charmed by this. 

“Deer. I like that, it fits you. Those big eyes of yours. Big dark 


nd ing across her plate. 
“Deer,” she says again, to herself. “That’s perfect.” 


aw 


aver *t told many people about her..My good friends know I'm 
ing someone heavily,” as Maureen, my best friend since high 
ool, puts it. I’ve told only Jan about what it is we do — and even 
n carefully, awkwardly: “You could call it a dominant-submissive 
tionship, I suppose...” 

“My God, Feeni. Don’t you realize that’s the worst thing for 


ble to meet her eyes. 
I don’t think so.” 


0 meone who spent two years in the sex industry. But honest to 
d, I don’t think that’s the way to deal with it.” She’d leaned 

vard, taken my hands in hers. “Neither was mine, by the way.” 
Okay, but then what is?” And then, impatiently: “What makes 
think this is all about the abuse, anyway?” 


” 


for Daddy 


184 


I looked up finally and saw her warm gaze on my face. 

“Would you have the guts to tell Elizabeth about this?” 

We stared at each other for a long minute and then J dropped m 
head again. No, I would not. And I haven't. : 


aw 


“To Draconia, then?” 

I nod. 

We're in the car. The wind has died down and we ride with the 
windows open, the sounds of Saturday night coming in, laughter and 
traffic and sirens. Our hands are Joined between us on the seat. 

“Linden?” 

“What is it, baby?” 

“I was wondering.” I lick my lips. “What if I... what if I ever said 
no to you?” 

She doesn’t look surprised by the question. “Do you mean, what 
would I do?” : 

“Yes” — in a whisper. 

She thinks about it. She takes her hand out of mine to light a 
cigarette, then transfers it, lit, to her left, and goes back to holding 
my hand, our fingers intertwined loosely. 

’ You always say no,” she says finally, sending me a little smile. 

You say it and it turns me on, because I know you mean it ... Then 
you retract it.” 

. am blushing — disturbed, confused; I say, “But what if—” 

No, but listen.” She’s not smiling anymore and she turns her 
head to look at me. I can’t read her expression. “There are a lot of 
ways of Saying no. You're new to this, I know that. I never lose 
sight of it. Every single time I ask something of you, I watch you 
struggle. The word ‘no’ is constantly on the tip of your tongue. It 
should be; I wouldn’t like to think you didn’t understand what 
we're doing.” 

; She takes a drag on her cigarette, offers it to me. I accept it in 
silence. 

“A lot of what this is about is testing limits. There’s a certain pitch 
to your voice when you refuse to do something that tells me you'll 
come through eventually but then that’s your limit ... For that night, 
anyway.” And she smiles again. 
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’m grateful for her smiles, the pressure of her hand, the relaxed 
of her shoulders as she drives. I trade the cigarette back. 

“You always give all you can,” she says softly. “I know that, I can 
a] it. That’s why when you did say no, that once, and stood by it, 
was Okay.” 

I take a breath. “I would rather not ... refuse you anything, you 
iow.” My voice sounds strangled. I know I’m blushing again. 

Of course you wouldn’t,” she says. 

I glance at her quickly, then away. 


av 


ja is a leather bar on Folsom Street. It used to be exclusively 
gay men’s place but is now frequented by “just about everything,” 
s Linden puts it, dykes and straight people and even a few profes- 
sionals. I am beginning to recognize some of the faces; Linden has 
introduced me, but so far I’ve had no dealings with them on my 


_ Already she’s circulating, pulling me along after her like a child’s 
yagon. She has given out my name, but I would be surprised if 
mybody remembers it. What I am here is Linden’s bottom: I can 
ce this in the expressions of everyone we meet. 

_ “There’s a party Friday night,” a woman is saying, “at Josefa’s. 
Man you make it?” 

_ “Possibly, possibly.” Linden delivers one of her brilliant smiles 
ad then gets the hell away. She’s whispering to me, “Josefa’s a 
basket case, a real weirdo. I wouldn’t bring you anywhere near her.” 
_ “Ts it a play party?” I ask. 

“Tt is. But there’ll be others. Those two there, for instance” — she 
Points — “Steve and Corbett, now they give great parties. The last one 
I went to — Hey, you guys.” 

__ Three women have come up to us. I can’t remember their names; 
they’re lesbians, in a kind of SM ménage 4 trois, two tops sharing 
the bottom: this much I remember perfectly. The bottom is slender, 
tallish, a sweet-faced butch with an asymmetrical short haircut dyed 
Violet. She wears a black leather jacket with chains and fluorescent 
‘Stickers and buttons all over it, saying things like “Get Your Laws 
Off My Body” and “What Part Of ‘FUCK OFF’ Didn’t You 
Understand?” 
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She also wears a chain around 1 
attached to it, and chains around ss al cide ay he 
Now Steve and Corbett are approaching. t ; i 
overwhelmed, as I often do here; k Sat tone Sion 
are = to take at close range. I press closer to Linden. kis 
“She is, isn’t she?” I hear her savi 
them laugh. Were they talking ee eke cr aia ‘ 
“What? What is it?” I ask, and they laugh again. None of them 
answers, but Linden tells Steve, after greeting him, “Barbara was just 
telling me she thinks Feeni is coming along nicely. I agree. What do 
you think, sweetheart?” She’s addressing me, and half turning so she 
can smile into my face. “Not so scared these days?” 

I duck my head against her back, making them all laugh again. 
Corbett is saying, “Who could be afraid of a daddy like Linden?” 

Lam not a child, I want to say. I just don’t know how to do this. 

Linden is talking, talking. I’m conscious of the others’ eyes on 
me, the amused glances being passed back and forth. I’m conscious 
of the music throbbing all around us, industrial rock. The cement 
floor makes my legs ache. Naked bulbs hang overhead and the walls 
are painted matte black. Cecily’s pretentiousness and discreet hun- 
ger seem further away than across town. Here, you can taste the 
hunger on your tongue. 

“Babyface, get us some drinks, Corona for me, Bud for Cheryl 
— hey, you listening?” 

I stare at her. 

“Anchor Steam for Corbett...” She finishes reeling off the order 
while pulling her wallet out of her jeans pocket. The others protest 
and I wait, stunned. 

“Linden,” I whisper finally. “What are you doing?” 

“Did you get all that? You might have to make two trips.” 

_ She turns me, smacks my ass lightly, and pushes me in the 
direction of the bar. Her friends aren’t laughing now — for the simple 
reason that they see nothing strange about her behavior. 

I stand at the bar, the money in my fist, my breath choking me. 
A man beside me is wearing a harness made of silver chain, with a 
ring that lies over his solar plexus. Both of his nipples are pierced, 
and the black leather chaps he wears leave his ass bare. 

No, this is too much. The whole scene. I can’t do it. Can’t. Won't. 
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ie had taken me, one night, out of a sound sleep and into the 

d night. I was seven; I remember because I had worn my Brownie 

form to bed. He didn’t bring my coat, but when I sat shivering 

crying in the car he pulled over and got a blanket for me out of 
I must’ve fallen asleep after that. What I remember is disjointed: 

pping at an all-night Denny’s, where I ordered waffles with 

berries and whipped cream; sitting in a park later, his voice 
me to look up, look at the stars. Dark blue sky, heaving black 
s, and those heartless white stars smirking down at me, at how 
all I was and how absurd, in my little tan-and-brown uniform, 
ith its badges for good citizenship and crafts. 

Near dawn he placed me on a wall. It was perhaps six feet tall. 
le said he would be back, and after a while I heard some scuffling 
jounds in the trees nearby, a groan, whispering. I looked down and 
tied to see the ground below me. I had lost sense of how far up I 
was. It was the darkest part of the night, just before sunrise. I didn’t 
to jump, and slowly it began to occur to me that I was trapped. 


io 
DD 


a aw 
do it. I bring their drinks back, and Linden looks in my eyes, with 
hat smile of hers, and says quietly, “You’re so good, baby.” 


av 


W hen he came back it was already light. I remember this part 
distinctly, the sparkling yellow morning, the trees going from black 
gray to green. He was suddenly standing below me, his shirt 
ed out of his jeans. He had lost his shoes somewhere. 

“Jump, Feena. Come on, I'll catch you. Be brave and jump down 
oO me.” 

a I did not want to be left behind. With a little sob I jumped, and 
He caught me. Then for a long time he held me to him, his skin warm 
and alive, his voice in my ear telling me I was brave, so brave, such 
a good little girl. 
a es 
hi has eased me behind her, where there’s a metal pillar, painted 
wack like everything here and sticky to the touch. She goes on with 


for Daddy 


her conversation and I am content to stand, her should i 
me from view. I am drinki piss ee ev 
Pst a a a St. Paulie Girl, its icy fizz soothing 
One of her hands rests against my thigh while the other h Id 
both her own beer and a cigarette, and is gesturing, too. | bear 
voice, it seems, more often than the others’; I could easily listen : j 
what they’re saying but I don’t. Iam not upset anymore, not scar 4 
.- except that the walls seem to slide a bit, at the edges of my Visi : 
and my neck feels too weak to hold up my head much a "yl 
She nudges me between the legs with the heel of her hand A 
a minute I realize it’s deliberate, and the excitement begins a ih 
hot-and-cold slippery feeling in my bloodstream, the ie Ge : 
the clench of my stomach. I don’t fight any of it. I am too tired is 
what she wants of me, what I can’t help giving. = 
Her hand goes under my skirt. Languidly, I press into it feeling 
my lips open and the liquid begin to trickle out of me. Yes. Ye —_ My 
back grinds against the pillar. My knees shake, and suddenly the 
tiredness vanishes: it’s as if the past two hours haven’t happened at 
all, l am exactly to where I was earlier, on the bar stool at Cecily’s 
inet e those things. Yielding to them. a 
ere’s joy in it. It’s life, isn’t it — knowin ’re ali 
urgent throbbing of blood, the ache in your groin San iat 
sensations, cheeks prickling, nipples hard, heat shooting down, all 
the way down from your scalp and into the tingling tips of your 
fingers and to the muscles of your ass and thighs, and further, to feet 
that quiver and don’t want to hold you up anymore. 
And there’s shame in it, that your body is such an insistent thing 
a rude brat that knows nothing but need, food NOW, sex NOW. That 
you can't reason with it, cajole, expect it to be what it isn’t. It has its 
sai life, after all, a life apart from the mind. , 
Please. I’m going to. ’'m going to.” It’s the closest I can come to 
asking her permission, and I whisper it so her friends can’t hear 
— pin though. They must. . 
—8o I says to him, I says, ‘Get over your. ings’ 
been this Way since before you started Bet aan wae ey . 
“Linden,” I hiss. “Please, Linden.” 
Her hand has stopped moving; the fingers are relaxed now, 
cupping my sex like it’s a caught butterfly whose wings have to stay 
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dered for flight. She wants me to push into her — does she want 

? It’s what I'll end up doing. For now I can still hold out, teeth 

; ach ed, my free hand gripping her elbow. 

“It’s been a long time now,” I whisper, and hear the resentment 

it. “Hours. Why’d you start if you weren’t—” 

At this she turns, still smiling, and cuts me off: “You say you’ve 

st to go to the bathroom, Babyface?” 

Tsee a flicker of something in her eyes. I stand away from her, 

acertain what game she’s playing. 

_ “No. You heard what I said ... You did, didn’t you?” 

_ “Well, come on, then.” 

She takes my arm and very gently leads me through the crowd. 

’s my imagination — is it? — that she’s being more solicitous than 
he needs to, than she usually is. 

_ “Where are we going, Linden?” I begin to balk, dragging my feet. 
Where are you taking me? — I won’t go. No.” 

~ “Oh, Christ, there’s a line...” 

_ She goes to the back of it, says something. She moves up. Repeats 
tt with the next person, moves — and on and on till she gets to the 
ead of the line. Then she stands there, thumbs hooked in her belt, 
whistling through her teeth. 

 “Ttold you, I don’t have to go ... Linden.” 

_ The door opens and Linden takes my arm, pushes past the 
woman who’s exiting. Once inside she locks the door behind us with 
a loud snap. 

_ “Sure, I heard you,” she says to me. “I hear everything you say 
to me.” 
_ Istand in the middle of the bathroom, arms wrapped around my 
Waist. Starting to tremble. J don’t understand. She moves toward me 
Slowly and gets close enough for me to feel the heat of her body. 
Without touching me she says, “Pull up your skirt.” 

“No!” 

_ Im backing toward the wall. I say, “There’s all those people out 
there, waiting. We can’t do this. I want to go home, Linden. ‘Take 
Me home, I mean it.” And then when she’s silent and motionless: 
“You said you knew the difference. This time I mean it, I mean no. 
Not just for now, always, I mean it. I won’t run errands for you and 
your friends, I won’t ask your permission to come. For God’s sake, 
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no, that I won’t ask for. You knew I wouldn’t. But yet you start on 
me, you tease me all night. And you don’t finish and what am J 
supposed to say to you? Yes, I should say yes? Should I say yes, sure 
baby, whatever you want? Linden, should I?” 

She is suddenly in motion. Her body throws its shadow across 
my face and her hands are on my waist, lifting me, setting me 
down on the edge of the sink. I jerk away by instinct and the back 
of my head hits the mirror. Then I’m still, watching as one of her 
nag comes up, behind my head, and the other goes between my 

egs. 

“That’s right,” she says. “You say, ‘Yes, baby, whatever you 
want.” 

I say, Yes, Linden, yes fuck me, please, don’t stop, I'll kill you if you stop 
this time. 

Her fingers are in me and she’s spreading them apart, reaching 
deeply, stretching me. I slump backward with a groan. My hips lift 
and my thighs draw farther apart. A tiny flutter of panic — it feels as 
if her hand is swelling, pushing into me and turning, continuing to 
push, and I will never be able to do this. Iam having to slide down 
again, I am almost on my back now, her hand grips the back of my 
head. We are both sweating, it’s impossible, my knees draw up and 
I hear myself shrieking softly. 

And then suddenly she’s in, her whole fist, and I’m crying, 
panting, and she murmurs to me, “That’s it, sweetheart. That’s it, 
my baby deer...” 

“Linden. Please ... can I?” 

Her eyes meet mine. 

“No. Not yet.” 

And her fist draws out of me, and she holds me until I break 
away. 


av 


I am running, out of the bar, down the street. 

“Jesus God, Feena,” Linden says, catching me. “You trying to get 
yourself jumped? This look to you like the kind of neighborhood to 
run around in, this time of night?” 

“Let go of me—” 

“No way.” 
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She spins me, hauls me back with her — not into the bar but 
gund the corner, to where her car is parked. I’m crying softly, 
ggedly, without tears. Hate you, I hate you. 

“Get in the car.” Her voice is quiet, almost tired. 

_ She locks my door when I’m inside, and slams it shut. ‘Then she 
alks around to her own side, slides in, and starts the engine. But 
e don’t move. 

- “You ever pull a stunt like that again,” she says, not looking at 
e, “and you’re on your own. I won’t chase you down.” 

I start hiccupping. This time she doesn’t seem to notice. And I 
on’t feel like I did earlier, at Cecily’s, scared and excited and en- 
hanted with her. If she told me to stop, I wouldn’t this time; couldn’t. 
| She’s a bully. That’s why she likes this. Fan’s right, this isn’t good for me, 
ot after what I’ve been through ... I don’t even like her anymore. 

_ “know you don’t understand why I did what I did back there, 
feena,” she says. She puts her hand on my knee. I slap it off. Our 
yes meet. “I’m not toying with you, if that’s what you think” — 
ifting the same hand to light a cigarette, as if nothing had happened. 
he pulls out into the street, turns on the radio. 


the bar is on a dark corner near China Basin. I seldom come to this 
rea and I feel the familiar squeeze of panic in my chest, as if I’m a 
hild again, taken by Jackie on one of our rides. Or a teenager, like 
he last time. 

_ “C’mon,” Linden is saying, getting out. “There’s someone I have 
fo see here.” 

_ There are no streetlights, only a single blue bulb illuminating the 
s00rway of the bar and the warped wooden sign above, swinging in 
wet wind. I squint: The Pit Stop, in hand-painted letters almost 
scoured away by salt and rain. 

__ Ican hear the slop of water against a cement pier, the wind, and 
4 tinkle of music from inside, Johnny Cash. Distant lights wink 
across the bay like yellow stars. 

oe Feena.” 

_ Iam still standing beside the car. 

“This whole night ... everything keeps getting worse. Dirtier and 
farier and by now I don’t even know what time it is anymore.” 
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The wind swallows my words. She comes toward me, her 
shadow a long spill of blackness in front of her, face dark, her boot 
heels hitting the cracked sidewalk with a sound that makes my 
stomach slide in me like a raw egg. 

“What are you saying, Feena?” 

“My cousin used to take me for rides in the car. I never had time 
to bring anything with me, a map or money or my wristwatch, and 
sometimes we’d be gone for hours. I never knew how long, exactly.” 
I wrap my arms around myself, my blown hair hiding my face from 
her. “These are things you ought to know about me.” 

She stands in front of me, frowning. 

“He kidnapped me. I used to say it was Like kidnapping, but 
Elizabeth told me not to deny my own experience — that if I don’t 
honor it, no one else will.” 

“Who the hell is Elizabeth?” She tries to touch me, and I back 
away. “What are you talking about?” 

‘Tm trying to tell you,” I say, my voice cutting thinly through the 
wind, “that you’re so casual about all this, but for me — I’m scared, 
and I don’t think I want to do it anymore.” 

“Are you scared I’m going to hurt you — force you, Feena?” She 
shoves her hands into her pockets. “Or is it that you’re afraid of how 
it makes you feel? You wouldn’t be the first person who disap- 
proved, and got off on it anyway.” 

I don’t answer. The wind blows her hair back from her face; I 
can’t see its expression, but the blue light from the bar shows me 
the outline of her shoulders and head, and the pointed tips of her 
ears. 

“I think it’s that you’re afraid of being overpowered,” she says 
softly. “Only no one can do that to you without your consent. 
Look...” She holds out her hands, palms up. “I’m not threatening 
you. You don’t have to do this. So why are you here? Why did you 
agree to meet me tonight — all the nights we’ve met?” 

I start to shiver. “I don’t know. I’ve wondered...” 

“You've been forced in the past — is that what you’re telling me? 
Well, maybe you need to know what consent feels like.” 

“Maybe,” I shoot back, “I need to know what refusal feels like.” 

“The one’s no good without the other.” She shoves her hands 
back into her pockets. “If you consent to something because you 
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to, then it’s not really consent, right? It’s when you know you 
san refuse that your consent means something.” 

“Means what, then?” I begin to inch closer to her. “What do you 
o et out of it, Linden?” 

_ Thear the smile in her voice: “Can’t you tell, Angelface?” 
Until this moment, it hasn’t occurred to me that there is risk in 
is for her, too. Vulnerability is inescapably connected to desire. 
at she does with me requires my consent; that’s what both of us 
get off on. The consent, as much as the acts themselves. Maybe the 
‘consent more than anything. 

_ And every time she asks, she runs the risk that I'll say no. Asking 
for anything is hard. Had Jackie known this? Had he tested me over 
and over so that the danger wouldn’t be his to bear alone? 

The thought makes me feel sick. 

I look levelly at her. Here is someone J desire. Someone who’s 
_ willing to risk my refusal, who tells me that’s an option I have. Don’t 
these factors make what Linden and I do exactly the opposite of 
_ what was done to me by Jackie? 

_ I let her touch me. The skin of her palm is rough and cold. 
4 Against my cheeks, neck, shoulders. 

_ “T’ll never thank you in words, honey,” she says softly, “because 
that doesn’t mean a damned thing. But if you want to know what it 
means to me, what you give — your trust—” 

She breaks off. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen her at a loss. 

4 “Tt deserts me sometimes,” I choke. “I’m not really trusting; ’'m 
terrible at it, in fact. Things have happened to me—” 

“Things have happened to everybody, Feena. It’s the brave ones 

_ like you who look for places to try again.” 

I stare at her, dazed. 

“You’re giving yourself another chance, my sweet fawn,” she 
says, and pulls me into her arms. It’s so warm and solid there that I 
melt in an instant; I hadn’t realized how rigid I’d been, bracing 
myself against the cold wind. “I don’t know what’s happened to you, 
honey, but I know you're brave right now, I know you're looking 
for a way to handle it. This is no rerun of your past. You’ve chosen 
this. And you can change your mind anytime. Do you understand?” 
“T’ve chosen...” Have I, though? 

Maybe I have. 
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The bar is bad on the inside, as bad as I'd expected: an after-hours 
place, men lined up staring into their glasses. Most of them alone, 
and few bothering to look up when the door opens. 

“You got some serious drinkers here, all right.” Linden has me 
in the curve of her arm, leading me in. “Most people nowadays don’t 
drink like these boys do. They'll be here till morning now.” 

She moves to the end of the bar, eyes squinting in the smoke. 
Crunching underfoot: I look down and see peanut shells, sawdust, 
crumpled cigarette wrappers. The place reeks of smoke and beer and 
old barbecue, and I start to relax, in spite of everything. It’s bad here, 
but the kind of bad I understand. 

“Hey, Bobby.” She’s paused in front of a tall stooped man 
wearing a fawn-colored Stetson and, I notice, a gun. He looks too 
drunk to remember he’s got it on, much less draw it, but I hover 
behind Linden anyway, in her shadow. What can she want with this 

y? 

“Is this who you came to see?” I whisper, but she doesn’t hear 
me. 

“Linden. Christ, you’re liable to turn up anywhere.” His eyes 
attempt to focus on her. “Thought I’d be safe here but apparently—” 
He catches sight of me and the half-grin slides off his face like melting 
wax. “Who've we got here?” 

“This is my current inamorata,” Linden smirks. “Feena, say 
hello to the nice man. Now see you don’t make a liar out of me, 
Bobby.” 

“Well, well.” He’s too drunk to have caught the quip, but not so 
drunk his eyes don’t fasten on me like leeches. 

“Hey. Knock that off,” she says, following his stare. “I mean it.” 

“She the one you’ve been talking about, Linden?” 

“Yeah.” She reaches out and shoves his shoulder back a few 
inches. “You’re not her style, Bobby.” 

His head flops backward, and a grin steals across his mouth. “No 
harm in dreaming, is there?” He rubs his shoulder, still grinning. 

And then I hear myself say distinctly, “Find someone else t0 
dream about, jerk.” 

I’m backing pied from both of them, a weird elation rising in m¢- 
“She’s right, you’re not my style. Ugly old pathetic drunk. You think 
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n't do better than you? You looked in the mirror lately, asshole?” 
hat’s — Jesus Christ,” I hear him breathe, and then Linden’s 
ice, angry and amused. “See that? Never know when a lady’s got 
witchblade up her petticoats—” 

a a 
a he ladies’ room, I lean over the sink, look in the mirror, and 
| That's refusal. No bones about tt. 

_ All the men I'd gone home with, let touch me, buy me drinks. 
[en no worse or better than that one, men whose faces I couldn’t 
member later — hours later, even. “At least you got paid for it,” I 
ways joke, to Jan. “I gave it out for free.” 

~ Women, too. Which was nearly as bad, but not quite. They 
yould ask, every once in a while, “Did you come?” Or, quaintly, 
‘Can I see you again?” 

_ Addie used to try to take me aside: “Not that one, Feena. She’s 
© good” — as if what I wanted was romance. One day she finally 
Ot it, told me wide-eyed, “Your face, when you walked out of here 
following her so meek like that — it was like you were in shock, 
ke this accident victim I saw on the freeway once...” 
| Brainwashed, like Elizabeth says. 

'She’s the facilitator of our support group, telling all of us the same 
ain gs, over and over, until she surely gets tired of the sound of her 
wn voice. It’s an ongoing group. That means, I remember thinking 
vhen I joined, that you never get better. 

_ But some people had gotten better. Stacy had gone home at 
yhanksgiving and confronted her father, with all her family present; 
dana, just sixteen years old, moved out of the house where her 
rother-in-law had been sneaking into her room at night. There were 
u Ccess stories about women we’d never met, for the reason that 
ley no longer came to the group — were off someplace else, living 
cir lives. 

4 But there was also Nell, who’d come only once and then signed 
erself into the hospital. Split personality, Elizabeth said. An intricate 
ping mechanism. “It only happens when there’s been severe 
” Jan had whispered to me. “So severe psychiatrists can’t even 
t en to it sometimes.” 
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I'd read up on it; we were supposed to, Elizabeth said — not 
multiple personality disorder specifically, or MPD as the books called 
it, but childhood sexual abuse in general. “You must become aware 
of how widespread it is. You are not alone, and it was not your fault.” 

But those women — the ones whose personalities had split, who 
would never recover — had endured unspeakable things. They went 
on to inflict things on their own bodies, cutting themselves with 
knives, swallowing pins, razors, pushing glass into their vaginas. 
Most of them were victims of prolonged torture, satanic cults. The 
things that were done to them defied belief, and yet they had 
survived. 

This is the part I stumble on. I can’t classify myself with these 
people, though Elizabeth, Jan, all of them tell me that this is “classic 
denial.” And perhaps, after a few more years of therapy, I will come 
to “own my pain.” 

I don’t want to own it. I want to get rid of it. 

“All he did that night,” I told them, “was stand in the doorway 
and tell me to get in the car. I could have refused. I was fifteen by 
then.” 

“But he’d been doing it for so many years,” Michelle had said. 
“You were conditioned.” 

“Actually, he’d been gone for three years by then. He came back 
because he’d been thrown out of the Navy. He was only home that 
one night, and then he left again, for good.” It is important that I 
explain all the facts to them. “During the three years he was gone, I 
asked myself over and over if it had really happened, and what I'd 
do if he came back. I planned to confront him. What I did instead 
was follow him out the door, like I always had.” 

It ts not your fault. 

He had taken me, that night, on a long drive south. I knew we 
were on Highway 101. I knew when we passed Monterey, Coalinga, 
Los Banos. I followed the signs, but somehow I became disoriented. 
We had changed direction, were headed north again, and ended up 
in Oakland, and I didn’t know it. 

It’s because he was talking, talking without taking time to breathe, 
until I felt numb, pliant: he could have taken me wherever he wished. 
I simply sat in silence, listening to him, the road unrolling in front of 
us gray and endless. The lights off the highway and the road signs 
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nade me recall every once in a while that there was a world out there. 
4 whole world full of families watching TV after dinner, kids like me 
doing their homework, talking on the phone, falling asleep. 

_ No one at home knew where I was. But Jackie had called Aunt 
‘Ona’s office earlier in the day. They would know that we were 
together. This had been happening for years, after all. My mother 
probably in bed now, uneasy. But no one would worry in 
earnest until morning. 

_ Ididn’t want to think of home. I listened dully instead to Jackie, 
who, it seemed, would never be done talking. 

_ He told me all about the Navy, about the fights he’d gotten into, 
the “slime they call officers,” getting busted for drugs. He was on 
something that night, for a certainty. He never fell quiet until we 
‘drove up that street — Pearl Avenue, I thought the sign said — and 
parked in front of a place called the Topsy Turvy Lounge. 


av 


I had faltered here, telling the story. They were all so quiet, eyes 


Was I imagining it, or did some of them want me to ... just a little? 
_ “It was a pimp bar. All black, and here we come walking through 


ke a goddamned homecoming queen from Orinda.” 

_ “Qh, Feena,” someone said. 

I felt impatient, angry; a perverse part of me wanted not to tell 
anything, and another part, even more shameful, wanted to 
Tev up the story, add a few flourishes to it, so they’d all know I had 
a right to be there with them. (Hadn’t a part of me been wondering 
all my life if I weren’t overreacting? Feeling sorry for myself, when 
1 was, at least partially, to blame? Because he’d interested me. His 
Very cruelty did.) 

Itold it, instead, as I remembered it — not at all sure anymore how 
mauch I may have embellished or left out, since it had all happened so 
tong ago and had been such a surreal scene to begin with... 


aw 


‘here were no women in the place at all. The men were wearing 
Costumes like pimps wear in the movies, spots of color all over the 
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room, rainbow sherbet colors. It was so dark you could hardly see 
their faces. But their suits and the glitter of a ring or wristwatch, the 
glow of their shoes, flickered around me. The dark had a bluish cast 
to it, and the jukebox had a wavering sound, as if the cigarette smoke 
were a kind of muffling veil. 

Jackie motioned for me to take one of the bar stools. 

We're staying? What is this place, Jackie, why are we here?” 

He never answered questions. 

A man at the bar heard me, though, and said, “Sit, why don’t 
you.” Something about the way he spoke, the shine of his eyes, made 
all the hairs on my neck stand up. 

He ordered me a drink — something sweet and bright, I remem- 
ber, a banana daiquiri or a tequila sunrise. To this day I can’t stand 
kiddie drinks like that. A slice of lime will cut through sweetness, I’ve 
learned. 

Jackie was still at my side when the drink came — Jackie whom I 
had never willingly touched since the morning I’d jumped off the 
wall into his arms. He looked down at my hand on his belt and 
smiled. 

“Tl be right back,” he said. 


aw 
“Cocksucker,” Jan had muttered, listening. 
aw 


One by one they came up to me, until I was surrounded. Sitting there 
at the bar, a teenaged girl, bare-skinned, pretty, looking up at all of 
them without a word. And although I could hear talk coming from 
somewhere, another room maybe, the men gathered around me 
were silent, too. I listened to them breathe. I felt, I remember, like a 
dirty word scrawled on a sidewalk, with a knot of kids standing over 
me, their mouths full of saliva. 

One of them took my arm, finally, and led me onto the dance 
floor. He was wearing a peach suit, with a shiny beige shirt under it, 
and gold cufflinks. A Roberta Flack song was playing. He smelled 
like coconut hair oil and cigarettes. 

Somebody cut in. Then somebody else. Eventually I danced with 
them all. 
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feena? You still in there?” Linden is calling. 

_ “Tl be out in a minute.” Sull hugging to myself the triumph with 
friend Bobby. I don’t feel like being out there, with all those drunken 
fraight men. I refuse to do anything I don’t feel like doing. 


av 


they'd felt me up, of course. Each of them did, and none went 
urther than the others. 
_ Iwas keeping track of how long it had been going on by counting 
he songs on the jukebox. Eleven of them, before it was over. And 
n the meantime, the sweat running down my sides, my heart 
jounding. If only they'll let me keep dancing with them and not talking to them, 
at take me somewhere or begin on something else, if one does that then the others 
will join in... 
_ They all moved so slowly, so deliberately, like marine creatures 
that blue half-dark. Moving against me, hands on me, specks of 
Blitter in all corners of the room like the flashing lights of a plane in 
a night sky. Roberta Flack, Lou Rawls, warbling in the thick filmy 
ir. The taste of sweet liquor in my mouth. 
_ This has nothing to do with me, I realized at some point. It was a pack 
fitual, mysterious and menacing, but I had a magic circle drawn 
around me: they could have done anything to me by now, and they 
hadn’t. 
It could snap at any time, of course, that circle. And I’d go down 
a rabbit to wolves if it did. 


“And where was your cousin?” one of the women asked, leaning 
forward in her chair. 

_ “Sitting at the bar, watching.” I had a desire to laugh, seeing the 
terror on all their faces. “He was there all the time.” 

~ “But — I don’t understand,” several of them said at once, and I 
felt suddenly abashed, as if I’d told a joke without a punch line. 

_ “He wanted to see how I’d react,” I told them. “That’s all. There 
Was no other point to it. Everything he did to me came down to that.” 
__ There was a minute of dazed silence, and then everyone seemed 
to start breathing again. 
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“He was in love with you,” someone guessed, and I found myself 
shaking my head violently: “No. He was an abuser. Like whoever 
got to you. You know what? When I was a kid he interested me, but 
I don’t think about that anymore either, why he did the things he 
did. I don’t give a flying fuck why. He did what he did, and what I 
want to know is, how do I get better?” 

Nobody answered me. 

Finally Elizabeth said, in her gentle therapist’s voice, “Well, 
Feena, you know, it’s a very long process...” 


av 


I open the door and Linden is there, lounging against the wall. 

“Got him to pay up,” she informs me. “Bastard was so drunk I 
could’ve rolled him for everything. But I got it fair and square 
instead.” She grimaces, then laughs. “Tomorrow he’ll probably be 
wondering where in hell all his money got to.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Super Bowl bet. I’ve been riding his ass since last January, and 
finally one of the guys at work told me to track him down here. It 
worked.” 

She comes into the bathroom, closes the door behind her, and 
pulls a wad of bills out of her pocket. 

“Take a trip with me, Angelface?” 

“ A trip?” 

“Yeah. Up the coast maybe. Or Mexico; I’m fluent, remember? 
I'll steer you around, make sure you don’t get jumped by all those 
losers in Tijuana, introduce you to some people I know. Make you 
eat hot chilis.” She beams. “It’ll be great.” 

“Hang on, hang on.” I’m starting to smile in spite of myself. 
“There’s enough money there to go to Mexico with?” 

“No, there isn’t.” She stuffs it down the front of my shirt before 
I can react. “Use it to buy some clothes and stuff. Sunscreen; I don’t 
want you getting fried down there, white as you are.” The back of 
her hand brushes my cheek, my neck. “God, you’re beautiful.” 

I look up at her. 

“We've never even spent a weekend together, Linden.” 

“So come spend the weekend.” She’s smiling, but her eyes a%€ 
fierce on me, concentrated, like the first night. “Do you trust mé 
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You'd be all alone with me now, don’t forget. No one to hear you if 
you scream.” 

_ “Oh, stop.” My breath catches in an uncertain giggle. 

_ “Well ... But I don’t intend to go easy on you. That’s the truth.” 
_ She presses up close to me. 

“You wouldn’t want me to, would you?” Her hand sliding up the 
inside of my leg. “Would you, Angelface?” 

__ Iswallow. Shake my head, eyes closed. 

_ “Say it,” she breathes. 

_ “T can’t. Oh, God, I can’t...” But then I’m taking a breath, 
§ ering, “Yes, that’s what I want. I want you to be rough — to 
make me struggle, I don’t want it easy and nice. Please, Linden—” 

_ “Stand against the wall, baby.” 

_ I glance at her, trembling — at the wall, and back again at her. 
To consent is not the same as being trapped. 

Without a word I go to the wall, stand against it facing her. 
Wait. 
_ “That’s my girl.” She smiles like she did the first night in the bar, 
all those white teeth dazzling. 

_ She comes toward me. I brace, the cold tile driving against my 
shoulder blades. My stomach grips air. 

_ My God, what is she doing? 

_ She’s fallen to her knees in front of me. Here, on the floor of this 
slimy bathroom. Her fingers lift my skirt with a delicacy that makes 
me catch my breath, like peeling back the skin of a plum. Her mouth 
Settles, wet and cool, against my thigh. She groans, and bites the skin 
there, softly at first and then with calculated force. I cry out. My 
hands go to her head, grip the dark roughness of her hair, and are 
buried in it. 

_ “Tt hurts, Linden...” 

But I want it to hurt. 

_ Her mouth finds my sex and I am tense, terrified for a moment. 
But it’s just her lips, and the firm pressure of her tongue. I sink softly 
into her mouth. She lets me press against the flat of her tongue and 
Suddenly it kicks in, all the urgency accumulated over the course of 
his night. I am rocking against her helplessly. Her mouth holds my 
€x like a bone in a socket, perfectly fitted. 

“Linden. Please—” 
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Her tongue drives up into me and I bite my lips to keep from 
shrieking. It hurts, a stinging just there, at the opening. I remember 
her fist in me earlier tonight and open to her again. 

She is moaning. My hands tug at her hair, pushing her deeper in 
me, driving her face against my pelvic bone, giving her everything, 

Her teeth against my clit, sawing. Back and forth, it’s too rough, 
I can’t stand this— 

But I can feel myself swelling in her mouth, my knees shake, the 
sweat pours off me. Abruptly she becomes gentler, slower. I lean into 
it weakly, panting. All my muscles are starting to let go. The sound 
of her sucking, her uneven breath and mine, echoes in the tiled 
room. A stab of delicious shame. 

“Yes, yes, yes...” 

My clit caught between her lips, her tongue passing over it, the 
slippery underside. I shudder, ease my feet farther apart, and hold 
on. 

“Linden.” All the saliva gone from my mouth suddenly. I can’t do 
this. Yet — “Linden. Please. Can I>?” 

If she says no again— 

She grips my ass with both her hands, leans away from me. 
Draws a hard breath. 

“Come for me, Angel.” 

I close my eyes, limp with gratitude. This is what it’s about. We're in 
it together, aren't we, and we play these games but it gets very real suddenly. 
Real power, real surrender. That’s why we do it, because it’s for real... 

I come, hearing faint music in my head, Roberta Flack singing 
about secrets. 
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Saint Oaf 


“Dw my boy says, “Sir, tell me a story, 
please?” 

Sometimes this one’s just a pain in the ass. Still, he’s cute and he 
works hard, so sometimes he gets what he wants. 

Like when he says, “Sir, please beat me — I’ve been good,” and 
ike now. He’ll get his story. As soon as his chores are done and I’ve 
aad a chance to think a good one up. 

- “Boots,” I say. 

_ “They’re done, Sir. They’re in Your closet.” He answers with a 
puch too much pride for my taste. He is standing at attention, just 
fo the right of my chair, naked except for the ring through his dick 
and the wide leather collar that is supposed to remind him to hold 
his head up. He’s pretty and he’s eager but he’s just so goddamned 


“Not my boots, little boy. Yours. They look like shit. No boy of 
mine will look like shit. Bring them to me when they’re perfect.” 
“Sir, yes, Sir,” he says and turns away, looking crushed. He gives 
Up too quickly, this one; pulling his tail between his legs and slinking 
off into the dark. It’s a pretty tail. They’re pretty legs. He has so 
Much to learn. 

“Hold your fucking head up, boy,” I yell at his back as he leaves 
the room. 

_ “Sir, yes, Sir,” he says. And he does. So much to learn. 

So. Baby wants a bedtime story. Daddy wants to give it to him. 
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Daddy wants to spin a tale with a moral and a happy ending; 
wants to lie back in his chair with a beer in one hand and a cigar 
in the other and his dick in his cocksucker’s mouth while Daddy’s 
little boy crouches and listens and watches and nurses himself ‘to 
sleep. 

Question is: What do I want to teach him tonight? I won’t waste 
my time, or his. When I talk, he listens. When he listens, he learns. 
When he learns, he makes me proud. I like it when he makes me 
proud. 

What he needs to learn tonight is how to hold his head up when 
he serves. I’ve got to teach him where to find that perfect spot 
between too much pride and too little. He has got to figure out some 
way to take pride in his work without letting it show. Humble pride. 
How did I learn that? When? This story’s going to have to be about 
when Daddy was a boy. 

I could tell him about the poker game. That helped. About how 
my Daddy put me on my knees under a table and told me he didn’t 
want his buddies ever to have to leave the bidding just to use the 
john. There was just me and a cooler of beer down there, and six 
big, thirsty men playing cards up on top. I handed up bottles and got 
them back empty. They must have been at it all night. When the 
beer had worked its way on through, they handed me dicks and they 
got them back empty. 

I never spilled a drop of piss. What beer they spilled I cleaned up 
for them, first off of shirt fronts and belt buckles and hot denim 
crotches and later out of chest hairs and beer-belly buttons and the 
folds where their nuts met their thighs. Before I was done I had taken 
down six loads too, and won my Daddy a hundred-dollar bet. By 
the time they were gone I was full of them all. And what’s more, I 
was full of myself. 

“Good job,” my Daddy said, and left me to clean up the room. 

“Yes, Sir, I know, Sir,” I answered, “but thank You.” 

I knew at once I had done something wrong. He turned around 
slowly. He didn’t come back to smack me, although I used to wish 
he had. He just stood there and stared until I dropped my eyes: __ 

“Look at me,” he said. I did it because he told me to, although tt 
wasn’t easy. 
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“You’re on your way out. Do you know that?” I hadn’t known it; 
didn’t want to know it; but just then, I knew he was right. I nodded. 
“No — you won't be a boy too much longer.” Something about 


‘the way he said it almost broke my heart. “But I want you to think 
“about something.” He paused. 


“Sir?” I asked. My voice felt like ice. 
“Don’t build yourself up. Let other men do it. Do your best. 


Serve with pride when you serve, but don’t let anyone see it. When 
you take service, expect the best, and get it. Just don’t call attention 
‘to yourself. If you deserve attention, you'll get it. When you do, 


accept it. Believe it. Then let it go. You got that?” 
“Yes, Sir,” I said. So cold. 
“No, boy, I don’t think you do. But you'll remember this talk. 


‘Think about it. Now. Let’s try this again. 


“You did a good job.” 

“Sir, thank You, Sir. It was an honor to serve.” 

That’s when he walked back to hug me and pick me up; to carry 
me in and clean me out and fuck what little shit was left right out 
of me. 

That’s what I want to teach this one. Trouble is, I’m still learning 
‘it myself. Sometimes I wonder how that man must have felt at times 
like this. I wonder how he saw himself. This kid thinks I’m perfect. 
That’s how I looked at my Daddy. I wanted to serve him the first 


{ time I saw him. 


I was fresh from the Corps, newly discharged from Camp 


Pendleton and working the first civilian job of my life just up the 
“Coast at San Onofre. There’s a nuclear power plant there that’s 
‘Supposed to provide electricity for all of Southern California. It 


doesn’t work well. Never did. But times and dreams were different 
then; the place was being built and they needed all the help they 
‘Could muster. I made a lot of good money doing nothing but 


"Watching other people work. 


The place was deceptive. Gray concrete and white paint and 
‘Salt-water rust made it look like any other construction site. This one 
st happened to radiate hot spots. The men who worked with the 
Tadioactive stuff had to wear moon suits, and they couldn’t get close 
to the piles for too long. All I did was stand around in a suit of my 
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own and tell them all when to c 
what they looked like naked. Era: oe ee 
I never had to wonder about Sain 
t Oaf. He looked tly li 
nama: out of his truck on my first workday aria ‘ 
oots. Worn jeans. A heavy old wide leather b wid 
elt. Bee i 
ree a huge barrel chest. He wasn’t too tall, but a itis on 
nee higeraic lumberjack shirt. Heavy gold beard and dark 
ae ae sedis ie Ps — a big, no-nonsense job that fit 
= wearing a black leather vest and i 
Dameery glasses that had turned almost black in o am re 
e vest and the pipe made me want to see more of ies Th 
wig 7 made sure I never quite saw his eyes cn. 
never learned his name, either. Tha ; i 
ame, s t day I didn’t get 
to him. Even when I did; even when I fab living with fend 
ee eo of him and his buddies and working beside him to pay 
y ns never heard him call himself anything but Mick. It wasn’t 
cd P ce to ak for information. He didn’t offer any. I just called 
ee or, in public, “Sir.” He liked that. So did I. 
me me ead I called him Saint Oaf, after the plant where I’d met 
ne e strange way he had, being both kind and cruel. I never 
co) oy about that name. Every boy has a secret or two. 
ie t first day I followed him out of the parking lot, in through 
ez ae = oe saa and onto the bus for the ride to 
room. After that, I alm i i 
oak ost lost him. I went in to change 
é aa the way it went for weeks. I’d get on the bus and stare; 
fs git me. I’d put on my astronaut suit, and he’d be long soaie 
- ce a out to work. Sometimes I'd see him around the plant 
te ale pk ee ae ga chipboard, never suited up, just 
ae gs and watching men like me watching other 
I threw him my heaviest cruise: i 
s: all Marines are pushy b 
He never returned a ane 
Pmt rned them. I finally gave up and just watched from a 
Once he’d mad i 
aie made me learn to let him be, he stopped me on the 
We were alone that mornin 1 
g for the first time. Just the bi 
and me and the driver. I sat well behind both of ce site l 
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ee 


yes to myself. I figured he knew I was ready to serve and it wasn't 
yy place to do more. Besides which — he could have been straight. 
ho wears leather to work fucks with men, even in 


Jot every man w 
oastal California. I’d turned him into a fantasy. He’d made it clear 


| might have to settle for that. 
Until he called me “boy.” 

_ “Boy,” said my Daddy, once 
souldn’t hear. “Come here.” 

_ I was stunned. My heart went nuts. My nuts pulled up tight. I 
would have squeaked if I'd tried to say anything. He hadn’t watched 
‘me walk past him, getting on the bus. He hadn’t turned around or 
Jooked at me. He was staring out the window, three or four rows 
ahead of me, but now he was calling me — ordering me — up to him. 
> T went. I almost came. I walked up to stand in the 


the bus was rolling and the driver 


“Come here. 
aisle by his seat, holding my best grunt attention stance despite the 
_ swaying of the bus. 
at the ceiling 


“Sir,” I said at last, staring straight ahead of my nose 
rack over his window. 

git down,” he said, nodding to the empty scat between us. I sat. 
He never looked in from the window. I stared straight ahead. 
 *¥ou want to suck my dick,” he said. It wasn’t a question. He 
knew the answer. I gave it to him anyway. 

Sir, yes, Sir,” I told him. 

“Then do it.” 

“But Sir,” I stumbled. “What about the driver?” 

“If | want you to, you'll suck him, too. Now do it.; 

I swallowed, hard. “Sir?” That wasn’t a question either. It was a 


plea. He ignored it. 

“Do it.” 

I broke a sweat. I shook and stared 
_ nothing. I thought, or tried. Then I dove. 
I unbuckled and unbuttoned and maneuvered and pulled and 


took a long look and I swallowed again: swallowed hard. Once. He 


pulled me back up by my ears. 
“Now put it away. That’s enough.” 
Stunned again, my heart beating faster than ev 


told. 
“Sit up. We're here.” 


off, out the windshield, at 


er, I did as I was 
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I hadn’t noticed. The bus had stopped. The driver sat up front 
ramrod-straight, looking out and down the road and waiting He 
had to have known what was going on. Maybe he’d seen it belome 
Suddenly I didn’t care. Suddenly this man was my Daddy for al 
and I figured he’d take care of everything. —o 

“Get off,” he said. 

Alone? It looked that way. I did. Outside the bus, I stared back 
through his window. Although it was open, he didn’t lean out. 

; Wait,” he said, looking down at me, back at me, for the first time 
I'd ever known. “At the end of your shift. In the locker room.” 

“Sir?” I asked. . 

“Just do it, boy.” 

“Sir,” I said. The door of the bus hissed, slammed closed, and the 
driver took off with my Daddy still on board, leaving me sinestin 
in confused anticipation and a cloud of diesel smog. : 

I raced through the radiation counters and the long banks of 
woe and into the'latrine in back; I locked myself in a crapper stall 

an ag ~~ ~ dick and I right away shot my wad all over the 

The rest of the day was hell. You can never get comfortable in a 
radiation suit. It’s bulky and it’s hot and it chafes you in all of the 
shittiest places. It makes you sweat. When you sweat and you're 
hard and your dick’s got to go someplace and it’s got no place inside 
there to 80, it can make a man want to scream, rubbing him raw and 
then rubbing in salt. By the time I was able to get back and change 
cng I didn’t care if the world saw me hard. I needed out of that 
suit. 

I took some ribbing. I let it slide. The rest of the crew got bored 
finally, watching me parade my hard-on to the shower room ad 
back. I cleaned myself up but I didn’t get dressed. I just sat on the 
bench buckass naked and took guff and waited for the rest to leave. 
When the last of them took off I settled in to wait and I tried — and 
I failed — to relax. 

I don’t remember what I wound up thinking about, but it must 
have been intense. I never heard him come in. I should have. The 
place was dead silent. Nobody ever stayed there any longer iden he 
absolutely had to. But I stayed there, dreaming, waiting, until his 
voice grabbed me by the scruff and shook. is 
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“Stand up,” he said quietly, scaring my heart almost into explod- 
g. He never did raise his voice to me. Never had to. There was 
lenty of power in his even tone. 

_ Istood, hard dick and all, and snapped to attention but quick. I 
lidn’t dare look at him. He put one heavy hand on the back of my 
eck and he turned me back toward the latrine. 

_ “Now move,” he said. I moved. 

_ We walked down the long row of lockers, both of us tall enough 
0 see over it and all the other, parallel rows to be sure there was no 
one else there. As though it would have mattered. I tried once to turn 
ay head, to try and take another look. His hand snapped me back. 
_ “Eyes front” was all he said. Yes, Sir. 

At first I thought he was working me back toward the showers. 
Instead, he turned me off to the side, into the room with the stalls 
nd the pissers. One long line of gray metal doors. One long wall of 
hite porcelain fixtures, hanging at crotch level. No place much to 
hide. Anyone who stuck his nose in would see boots under stall sides 
or the whole fucking scene, depending on where he decided to put 


Oh, shit, | thought, or I started to think, before a swift clamp of 
that hand on my neck made me remember not to think. We stopped 
halfway down the urinal row. Neither of us said a word. The echoes 
of our breathing were the only sound. 

Daddy clamped his hand again, turning it and turning me around 
_to face him. I tried to drop my gaze. 

“Look at me,” he said. “Hold your head up.” 

One hand on either ear, he grabbed me and fastened my eyes on 
his own, or on what I could see of them through those smoked 
glasses. Even inside they were dark. He was wearing the shirt he’d 
had on the first day I saw him. His pipe made a lump in one pocket, 
under his vest, but he still smelled of its smoke. Of that, and of sweat, 
and control. I noticed that all in the second he gave me before he 
pressed his hands together and down and crumpled me onto my 
_ knees. 
“You're greedy, boy,” he told me. “You’re greedy and pushy. 
Open my fly.” My fingers flew. “Now take it out.” I took. 

_ His hands never let up their pressure. Somehow he pushed all 
_ my thoughts down or out or someplace else; somehow he made it 
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not matter anymore that I was on my knees in a construction 
worksite head where any man could see me, naked and hard on a 
cold tile floor with my hands and my face in another man’s crotch. 
Somehow he made it all right. Daddy would handle it. Daddy was 
going to handle it all. Daddy was handling me. 

“You want to suck it,” Daddy said. It still wasn’t a question, and 
the answer hadn’t changed. 

“Sir, yes, Sir.” 

Before I could close my mouth again he had its tip shoved in. 
Uncut and sweated and salty and just big enough to make me stretch 
to take it, this man’s cock was the one I had waited my whole life to 
suck. He tightened his grip and he pulled me and pushed his meat 
full down my throat; splitting me open, he widened my neck and 
took off toward my belly, gagging me, making me want to be able 
to beg him for mercy and for more. 

His balls smacked me in the chin. The buttons down his fly dug 
deep into my face; stiff denim scratched my cheeks. The solid mass 
of his belly pushed my forehead back and opened my mouth up for 
more. The hair in my eyes was golden brown, swirling and heavy 
and damp with a long day’s working sweat. 

Then the big man fucked my face. 

Out and back and in and down. I couldn’t think. Not about 
anything. His hands wouldn’t let me. All I could do was suck dick. 
All I could do. All I wanted to do. My Daddy fed me dick. I ate. 

A locker door slammed and my heart tried to break me free. I 
thought I must be nuts. Voices. Footsteps. I panicked. I forgot about 
all of the safety of Daddy’s boy. I tried to pull off, to get up. He held 
me down: down on the floor, and down on him. I could feel my 
lungs craving for air. I could feel my neck’s veins swell with blood. 
So could he. 

“Nice,” he muttered. “Just keep sucking me, boy.” 

The footsteps came closer. I couldn’t get up. Couldn’t breathe. 
Couldn’t think. Couldn’t do anything but surrender control. 
Couldn’t remember when I had surrendered. Knew I would have to 
live, if I lived, with what was left. 

I fought for another long moment before he worked those hands 
again and helped me give myself up to him. The footsteps went by. 
That was fine. If they hadn’t that would have been fine, too. If they’d 
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come inside, down the row toward us, all the man they carried would 
have seen was a greedy, pushy boy swinging on his Daddy’s rod. 
Nothing wrong with that. Just the way things should be. If that man 
had thought otherwise, too fucking bad. My Daddy would handle it. 

Jesus, it felt good to suck on that man. He finally pulled back; let 
me breathe. Not for long. 

The shower came on and went off. The footsteps retreated again. 
The fuck in my face never stopped. After a while I lost track of time. 
Daddy fed. Boy ate. Daddy pulled all the way out; boy felt lonely 
and started to whimper and Daddy slapped his face with thick dick 
before taking aim at a pisser. The stream hit so hard it splashed back 
in my face. 

Daddy shut himself off and shoved back down my throat. With 
those hands on my head and that long, slow fuck in my mouth he 
made sure I stopped thinking again, about anything. Especially 
about myself. I got my first taste of piss. I took it and loved it. After 
that day it would be a long time before I thought of myself again as 
anything other than my Daddy’s boy. 

Hands on his hips, hanging on, never directing, I came twice 
without touching myself in hot white shots on that cool white floor. 
I looked up around his gut toward his eyes every time he pulled back 
to push again. Those glasses were still dark, but I knew he was 
watching me, enjoying the sight of his Topman’s cock sliding in and 
down and up and back, hot and wet, and the way he’d wrapped my 
face around it. 

The fluorescent light made it all look unreal, like the strange blue 
glow the reactor pile made while it idled underwater with its rods 
shoved in deep to keep it cool. Pull out the rods and you speed the 
reaction. Things get hot. Shove back in: cool down. The rod in my 
mouth had a head like a mushroom. I still wasn’t thinking, but the 
images were there, somewhere in my basic bottom brain, and a part 
of me wondered how Id survive the man’s explosion. 

He never let up. He pulled that control rod back and shoved it 
home and kept the reaction alive at exactly the rate he wanted. From 
time to time he’d stop himself, pushing me away and staring down 
at the hunger he saw in my eyes, and he’d beat my face with his dick 
hard, just once, before he aimed it away from me to piss again, just 
out of reach of my begging, panting tongue. He’d shake and clench 
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and leave me a drop and he’d pull me down home on that cock, right 
where I belonged. Then he’d fuck my face again with deep animal 
strokes that kept us both aware of who had the control. 

Between my hands his hips felt huge: solid and strong. Between 
his boots the floor warmed to my ass, my balls, my knees. Only my 
puddles of come felt cold now, when he backed away once and slid 
me into them, to wallow. He didn’t talk. He grunted and breathed 
and when he pissed the sound echoed like a firehose off every 
shining surface, but he never said a word. The stink of that piss 
added onto the smells of his sweat and his smoke and I sucked it all 
deep every time he let me breathe. Its taste filled my belly whenever 
he buried his cock in my throat and my nose in the forest of hair in 
his crotch. When the taste started changing; when that cock started 
oozing something sweeter and thick and his grunts and his breathing 
came faster; I started to brace myself. 

The bomb was about to go off. 

No man Ive ever sucked ever came the way he did. Three killer 
thrusts down so far I was sure he would shoot out my asshole; a 
deep, strangled howl that cracked off the walls; a shove with his 
hands until he’d pushed me over backward; and a double-fisted grab 
for his cock set him off. 

Hot liquid pellets flew up and out and away in a lightning arc that 
ended in gunshot splatters all over three of the pissers and the wall 
in between them. The big man shook, folded in on himself, opened 
back out and exploded again, grunting, surrendering his own con- 
trol, going off in a chain reaction that seemed like it might last as long 
as the fuck. The shots slowed down, but they kept coming. He kept 
one hand moving so fast I couldn’t see it and grabbed down with the 
other to haul me up by the scruff and plant my mouth, gaping, down 
over that mushroom head, over the shaft, over the hot bitter slop 
slicing out still, in spurts; he pulled the yanking hand away and went 
back to fucking my face. 

He jerked my head like he’d jerked his hand, fast and hard, for 
nobody’s pleasure but his. I couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t think, I 
couldn’t stop myself: I came again, this time with my hands wrapped 
around my own pulsing dick as I beat its head down on his boot. 

When he finally finished coming he slumped down and mum- 
bled something I couldn’t hear and backed away far enough to slap 
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“me with his cock, now drained and still huge, one last time. When 
he shook his head and looked down and focused and saw what I'd 
"left on his foot, he planted his boot in my crotch. 


“Boot,” he said. I didn’t have to ask. I folded myself down in half 


and I kissed it. I tongued it and rubbed my face across it until I had 
gotten it clean. He pushed me backward then again, and bent down 


and pressed my nose onto the floor. 
“That shit too,” he ordered me. “Clean up after yourself.” 
I licked. I rooted. I cleaned. He stroked his dick while he watched. 


" Ididn’t look up. I could hear him. 


When he was satisfied he lifted me up, stood me against the wall, 


and watched me watch him put himself away. He didn’t say 
anything. Neither did I. It wasn’t my place, but I couldn’t have 
_ anyway: I didn’t get my throat to work right after that for almost 
_ three days. 


“You could have had this weeks ago,” he said when he was 


ready. I raised my eyebrows; mouthed the word, Sir? He nodded. 


“You’re my boy until I tell you differently. You already were. 


Long time ago. I was just waiting for you to straighten up a little. 
_ Walk on your hind legs. 


“I don’t want a dog, kid. I want a boy. Don’t follow me like a 
puppy. Hold your head up. Not too high,” he watched me watch 


_ him, “or I'll knock it down. Just serve me and take pride in that and 
_ you'll do fine.” He tugged his jeans around one way, then the other, 
_ settling back into his clothes. 


“You looked like shit until this morning, staring at me, all 
dreamy-eyed. Today you held your head up. No boy of mine will 


_ look like shit. 


“You got that?” 
“Sir, yes, Sir,” I whispered, hoarse. A locker slammed. My 


Daddy — Saint Oaf — turned away. 


“Go home now. You'll see me tomorrow.” He walked out and 


left me then, naked and shaking and voiceless and adopted. 


And now I’ve adopted my own. 
The boy brings his boots for inspection, along with fresh beer 


and a cigar. He presents them all and stands away, waiting respect- 


fully, holding his head up the way he was told. He tries hard. He 


_ learns. He makes me proud, sometimes. 
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His boots are perfect. Somehow I’m not surprised. So Were mine 
when I did them myself, because no boy of my Daddy’s was goin ; 
to look like shit. Now my boy does his own and his Daddy’s st 
by god, he does a good job. I tell him so. 
“Tm proud of you.” 
= gn You, Sir,” he answers. The set of his shoulders relaxes 
€. He wasn’t quite sure I’d a : 
tee pprove. Good. Not too sure of 
“So. You still want that story, kid?” i 
ry, kid?” I ask him, already knowi 
the answer. His dick twitches. He smiles j 5 Pay: 
hathegt ce. oi €s Just enough to be seen, I 
“Yes, Sir. If You don’t mind, Sir.” There is in his voi 
es, , Sir. I 
I love it. I love the way he gives it to me. pt ae 
I love him, probably Just the way Saint O. 
Retina y Saint Oaf loved me. And he 
More important to me, though: he loves himself. 
Fairy tales, kid? ‘Goldilocks,’ maybe?” Daddies get to tease. 
The kid wrinkles his nose and smiles. It’s okay at the moment, 
and he knows it. He’s done a good job. He can relax for a while. His 
Daddy is going to take care of him. 
“Sir, may the boy speak freely, Sir?” Somet; 
» oir: tim 
Rar Sr 9 de y metimes boys tease back. 
“Well, Sir, the three bears might be ok 
» SIT, , but th c 
sure about Goldilocks. Sorry, Sin oe oe 
“The boy will take what he gets.” 
“Sir, yes, Sir.” 
And he'll get what he wants. The little shit. 
All right then. Story time. Get over here and down, Now, boy.” 
He moves quickly, smoothly, his now-full hard-on leading his 
way to his usual place between my feet. I’ve been hard all the time 
I’ve noe eas: here, so his mouth feels perfect once he’s got my 
crot i i i 
: ne 2 : are and his favorite all-night sucker seated. Jesus. What 
“All right,” I say. “Now, listen up. 
Once upon a time there was a man named Saint Oaf...” 
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Dat Califia 


It takes a good boy 


to make a good daddy 


K ip had already signed the waiver and handed over 
her fifteen dollars in wadded-up bills and change. 
But when it came time to actually go through the swinging doors 
into the party, she almost lost her nerve and ran back outside to flag 
down the cab that had brought her here. It wasn’t the idea that she 
might actually see some of the “sadomasochistic activity between 
consenting adults” mentioned in the waiver that made her want to 
flee. The cold type had announced the potential presence of bond- 
age, whipping, verbal abuse, piercing, cutting, branding, watersports 
— everything, it seemed, except kissing. But Kip had been to S/M 
play parties before. All that shit (with the possible exception of 
kissing) didn’t faze her. It was just that she was here all alone, and 
she hated going stag to any social event. Being a bottom without a 
date was especially grueling. 

Kip threw a panicked glance over her shoulder at Jezebel, the 
six-foot-tall African-American drag queen attired in flawless white 
and gold leather who was the latest door goddess. ‘The white-bread 
straight boy who actually ran these parties had cast her in the part 
of his next mistress. That was probably not going to happen unless 
he took up serious cross-dressing as well, because Jezebel considered 
herself to be a lesbian. Unfortunately, the Belle had been at the 
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Friday night leather AA meeting where Kip had said (through gritted 
teeth), “I have to quit isolating so much.” 

So her smile when Kip appeared at the door had been knowing, 
kind, and encouraging — a combination that made Kip feel small and 
exposed instead of loved and supported. “You look so butch to- 
night,” Jezebel had said, openly cruising Kip’s fresh auburn flattop, 
short-and-stocky-but-muscular frame, black 501s, carefully polished 
but battered combat boots, leather vest, and California Bears t-shirt 
with sleeves neatly rolled up in half-inch increments. 

“Thanks,” Kip had said, feeling like a fool. Everybody knew 
Jezebel dreamed of being thrown over the seat of some big, bad 
dyke’s motorcycle and whisked off to submissive femme heaven. It 
wasn’t that Kip didn’t know how (or like) to top; she just didn’t want 
to be anybody’s full-time top. Just last weekend, Kip had broken off 
what seemed like a promising fuck-buddy relationship with a girl 
who pouted every time Kip reminded her that they had originally 
agreed to switch off every other date. “I just don’t understand what 
went wrong!” Babette had wailed. “You were so perfect for me!” 

Now, sensing Kip’s fight-or-flight response, Jezebel stood up, and 
the seven-inch heels on her thigh-high, gold lamé boots made her 
look like an outraged goddess. “Get your ass in there,” she said 
impatiently, flipping her platinum hair over her shoulder, and mak- 
ing shooing motions with her big men’s hands, incongruously tipped 
by press-on gold glitter claws. 

Kip took a deep breath and repeated the Novice’s Creed under 
her breath: Say please and thank you, always carry cab fare, keep your boots 
polished, get a hawrcut every six weeks, don't bleed on the rug. Then she put 
her shoulder to the French doors and went in sideways, like a crab. 
If this was a movie, they would be using special effects right now to 
morph her from Street Kip into Party Kip. Party Kip was a close 
relation of Nigel the Movie Queen and Shopping Fairy, her mother’s 
favorite companion and confidante. Party Kip had no fear. She 
smiled at everyone, moved with confidence around the room, and 
engaged in pleasant, lighthearted banter with people she hated. Party 
Kip also tended to slip out the back door about sixty minutes after 

her arrival. In the bad old days, that persona had to be rinsed away 
with several shots of tequila. Now that she didn’t drink anymore, 
Kip sometimes wondered if her mother’s childhood threat — “Your 
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face is going to freeze that way!” — would materialize, and she would 


have a forced grin welded to her lips and eyebrows permanently 
frozen in an arch, questioning position. 

The parties were held in the ground-floor flat and basement of a 
large Victorian. The first floor was where people went to piss and 
grab a snack or their next trick. There was, as usual, a line for the 
ladies’ toilet and no line for the gents’. Jf cross-dressing did not exist, Kip 
thought, we would have to invent it, if only for the sake of our aching bladders. 
She edged past the potty queue and bravely sailed through the social 
area, trying to make it to the kitchen unscathed so she could grab a 
glass of ginger ale. Even clean-and-sober Party Kip had to prop 
herself up with a glass full of liquid and ice. 

But she didn’t quite make it. Chev (whom the Generation Xers 
had privately dubbed Your Father’s Oldsmobile) was holding court 
in the living room. Her entourage partially blocked the entryway to 
the kitchen. Chev, who was almost as tall as Jezebel and exactly 180 
degrees away from her on the gender scale, always seemed to be 

surrounded by a bevy of hopeful femmes. These girls in their leather 
miniskirts, body harnesses, and mascara sometimes got lucky with 
the equally hopeful baby butches who hovered nearby, eyes riveted 
to the muscles in Chev’s right arm and her broad shoulders. Kip was 
as impressed by Chev’s brutal aura of physical strength as anybody 
else in the leather dyke community. Imagine how many cigarettes 
and shot glasses you'd have to hoist to get that bulked! 

“T’m not talking to you,” Chev roared, and blocked Kip’s way. 
Silently, Kip cursed leather community mores that made it accept- 
able for tops to do this to bottoms. She hated feeling cornered. Call 
me crazy, call me a fool, call me an incest survivor, but leave me an escape hatch! 

“So I gathered,” she shot back, but Chev seemed to be deaf. 

“How come you never call me anymore?” she thundered. 

“Oh, but I did. Three times. And you never returned any of my 
messages. So I gave up. I am in the phone book, you know.” 

Chev produced a series of baffled grunts and puffs of air that 
made her pilot fish gather in a closer knot about her. Did their leader 
need CPR? Kip waved ta-ta with one hand and slipped around 
them, covertly feeling the hard cheeks of one of Chev’s butch 
attendants. That’s the most action you're going to get tonight, she thought 
meanly, and said out loud, “Meow.” 
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The refreshment table was loaded down with a dozen 


full green Plastic bottles of generic soda. The bow! of a 


and twirl it about. clinkin : : ; 
God knows hope ‘outs inh in eet ae to hang onto. 
a Meio _ into the social area (luckily, Chey had 
in town). Who mt Se ena tap at the newest side of beef 
town less th: Oe GRE, Kip thought bitterly. She had been in 

an six weeks when Chev came up to her at a party, 


relearn feud between Chevy and Kip’s roommate. The whole 
a g rap been a grudge match. It made Kip’s entire body twist and 
ench with shame, to think of being used that way, for petty 


Carin under the bridge,” Kip said out loud. She drained the last 
3 a from her glass and balanced it on top of a trash can that 
omebody really should empty. She went down the back stairs 
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not to inhale because that was Tobacco Road, where all the 
okers perched, and entered the dungeon. 
There was a vacant space along one wall, where she would not 
be occupying any equipment or standing in somebody’s backswing. 
Kip marched over and took it like a McJob. Other people were not 
so considerate. Some reverent tourists were occupying one of the 
_ bondage benches along the far wall. Every time footsteps could be 
heard on the stairs, they would crane their necks, trying to see who 
_ it was, hoping for entertainment. 
Master Jack had arrived early and pre-empted one of the crosses. 
His boy’s limbs were Saran-Wrapped to its wooden legs, and his head 
_ was covered by a helmet of duct tape over plastic wrap. Only his 
genitals hung exposed, and Jack was working on his balls with a pair 
_ of drumsticks. There was no obvious response, but Kip had watched 
Jack at work before, and knew he would be content to labor over this 
boy for several hours, gradually escalating his torments until he was 
rewarded with one piercing scream. Then, as if by magic, the toys 
would fly back into the bag, the bandage scissors would separate the 
boy from St. Andrew’s relic, and they would disappear into the night. 
Kip found them soothing. Reassuring, even. At least somebody in this 
community was going home with the same person night after night. 
To the delight of the voyeurs, Mistress Electra came clomping 
down, dragging a rather paunchy man along by a leash. His hands 
were cuffed behind his back, and he shuffled along with his head 
down, as if he knew he was no credit to his trainer. Kip was relieved 
when they disappeared into another room in the dungeon. She was 
in no mood to watch his inept body worship while Electra stared 
hungrily at the bottoms who were getting thrashed or caged beneath 
a rain of hot wax or dressed in fans of clothespin finery. Some of the 
benchwarmers, not so fussy, followed the domme and her slave with 
anticipatory giggles. Master Jack lost a few members of his fan club 
as well. 
Kip had never known Electra to appear with any equipment 
besides the collar and leash. Perhaps she should organize a benefit 
to get her some nice toys for Christmas. We could call it Toys for Tops! 
Oh, I am too young to be so cynual, Kip thought, and shifted weight to 
her other boot. Not for the first time, she wondered what she was 
doing at a mixed party. This really was no place for a dyke. But there 
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wouldn’t be another women’s party for another three months, and 
they were held in a foul, chilly little cellar that made this tbo 
basement with its sticky walls and floors look like a palace. Although 
the food was better. Dykes like to eat. Kip patted her own ioe 3 
Then a piece of shadow detached itself from the opposite wall and 
walked toward her, frowning at its gold pocket watch. Kip’s heart did 
ee flip, ofa a playful dolphin. It was Doyle, whose first 
€ was presumably too feminine to be disclosed t 
although Kip had heard a rumor it was Heloise. Every Sink agi 
Doyle, she was surprised by the fact that she was shorter than Ki 
and about fifteen pounds lighter. Why was it that you te 
remembered tops as being taller and heavier than they really were? 
Doyle was wearing a pleated and starched, white tuxedo shirt 
with black leather pants. Kip knew without looking that she would 
also be wearing her trademark opal cufflinks. She had shaved her 
head three months ago, and then let it grow out, so it was past the 
velvet stage, but still looked very petable. Kip’s hand hurt just 
thinking about touching Doyle without permission. Didn’t tops ever 
get lonely inside that self-imposed envelope of empty air, the armor 
of isolation that they wore as if it made them God’s gift to the world? 
Doyle hadn’t seen her. If she took another four steps, she cil 
run smack into Kip. Kip resisted the temptation to let the collision 
take place, and cleared her throat. Doyle stopped, looked up from 
the watch, and said, “Late again.” 

“Me?” Kip squeaked. Then realized that was ridiculous. Doyle 
ecaireim sn about somebody else. 
feng if you’d be late for anything,” Doyle said, giving Kip a slight 

Kip blushed as if she’d suddenly discovered she’d forgotten to put 
her pants on. Doyle had noticed something about her, the fact that 
she tried to be meticulous and punctual. Were there dark smudges of 
exhaustion under Doyle’s eyes? That ear cuff was new, wasn’t it, jet 
and silver poised above the three rings in her left ear? Then she was 
cae with herself. Who gave a shit what Doyle thought? 

‘My subject,” Doyle explained, “is late. Again. We were to meet 
here five minutes ago. I have been reserving this equipment.” She 
indicated a low table. “It’s the only place in the dungeon where I can 
beat somebody without throwing my back out.” Kip repressed the 
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_ urge to give Doyle her chiropractor’s telephone number and pre- 
scribe ice packs every twenty minutes and 600 milligrams of Advil 


four times a day. Doyle was still talking. “If you are not otherwise 
engaged, could I trouble you to keep an eye on my bag and notify 
anyone who is looking for a space to play in that the table will soon 
be in use?” 

“No, I’m not otherwise engaged,” Kip muttered. How did Doyle 
get away with talking like that? Any other top would have been 
branded effeminate and laughed out of town. But Doyle made a 
living selling handmade daggers and other weapons. She had a 
booth at flea markets and craft fairs where she sold her work and 
sharpened knives. She was about as foppish as an Elizabethan dandy 
with a rapier looking for a duel. Probably wrote sonnets while she 
was sitting on the toilet. 

Doyle said, “I thank you,” and went up the stairs without looking 
back to see if Kip had assumed her post. 

Kip did her best to stroll over casually to the abandoned toy bag 
and massage table, feeling ridiculous. Nobody was looking at her. 
Nobody cared about a bottom sent on a top’s errand, whether it was 
done quickly or slowly, with grace or ill will. Nevertheless, she stood 
sn front of the table in “at ease” posture, hands crossed behind her 
back. Doyle had apparently been looking for something in her duffel 
bag. It was unzipped, and some of the whips were spilling out of it 
like strange flora. Doyle did not own any black whips. She had 
purple, red, gold, blue, green, brown-and-white ones, but nothing in 
your basic absence-of-color. She was also known to burst out singing 
“Somewhere over the Rainbow” in the middle of a particularly 
happy flogging. 

Kip knew this was true because she had actually heard it one 
night. The memory made her grin. Doyle was weird. She did not act 
her age, which had to be past thirty-five, maybe even forty. But 
weren’t you supposed to have gray hair by that time? Maybe she did, 
if you got to look at her up close and personal. Perverts that age were 
supposed to be giving lectures on propet technique, holding office in 
the National Leather Association, and judging the Ms. Hidebound 
San Francisco contest. But Doyle did not give programs, and she 
did not run for election. The thought of her draping a titleholder’s 
sash over a twenty-something’s shoulders tickled Kip’s tonsils. 
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More people were trickling into the dungeon. It was starting to 
get a little crowded. Master Jack worked stolidly on, but because of 
the crowd he had to keep his elbows a little closer to his body. He 
wrapped a Brillo pad around the base of his boy’s dick and hooked 
it up to a small, black electrical box. The onlookers yawned and 
chatted, oblivious to the fury about to be unleashed from two small 
batteries through a couple of alligator clips and a copper scourin 
pad. Kip shuddered and told the eighteenth person, “I’m sorry Sik 
or Madam, this table is taken.” 

There was a flurry of noise from the head of the stairs. The 
atmosphere in the dungeon changed slightly. It had been placid 
almost lazy, down there among the bathtubs, racks, bondage lat. 
forms, dust bunnies, and spiderwebs. If she had been outside Kip 
would have sniffed the air for impending rain and thunder. ) 

Someone slid down the last few stairs. She made a lot of noise 
but landed on her feet. Then she grabbed the banister and shook i, 
which made the rickety stairs complain. Kip tried unsuccessfully ms 
keep her face from tightening with distaste. Doyle was apparently 
still going out with Rudy. “Hey, watch out, you could really hurt 
me!” Rudy yelled. Her voice was full of genuine-sounding rage. Kip 
contemplated taking a walk to the back of the dungeon, then decided 
to hold her post. Rudy was not the one who had asked her to keep 
watch here. 

Doyle’s knee-high riding boots were the first that Kip could see 
of her. The rest of her followed at a leisurely pace. “But you aren’t 
hurt, really, are you?” Doyle said, as if she did not care much about 
the answer. “You must expect a little rough treatment if I have to go 
and fetch you. It’s much wiser to simply turn yourself in.” 

“You embarrassed me up there,” Rudy hissed. “I was talking to 
my friends. How dare you interrupt us and throw me down the 
stairs?” She was far too close to Kip, who braced herself to toss the 
other woman across the room if she stepped on her toes. It would 
be a pleasure, in fact. Rudy was cute, with her tousled blue dreads. 
In bicycle shorts, her little butt was as round as a perfect scoop of ice 
cream. But she had a nasty mouth and a foul attitude. 

“You embarrassed yourself,” Doyle replied. “I did you the favor 


of reminding you of our appointment. No will 
available?” oa w, will you make yourself 
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A sly look of calculation crossed Rudy’s face. Kip despised her 


~ for letting it show, and she despised Doyle because she tolerated it. 


“Maybe,” Rudy said coyly, laughing. “Maybe I will and maybe I 
won't. Come and make me.” 

Doyle did not respond. She stood at the foot of the stairs, 
waiting. Her facial expression did not change. She did not as much 
as tap her toe. 

“I hate you!” Rudy exploded. “You’re the worst daddy I ever 
had. You can tell I’m feeling small and you won’t help me. I can’t 
make all these decisions all by myself. I’m not big enough! Why 
won’t you make me behave? I hate you.” 

Doyle moved a little then, just enough to allow Rudy access 
to the stairs. The message was plain: Make yourself available, or leave. 
But instead of making good on her implied threat, Rudy plopped 
her body onto the low wooden table hard enough to make it 
walk two inches away from the wall. “Oh, let’s get it over with,” 
she snapped. She grudgingly reached down and lowered her 
Spandex shorts. “There, now you’ve got what you want,” she 
sneered. 

Doyle went to the table, cutting through the small knot of people 
who had been attracted by the sounds of conflict. She reached out 
and took her cane from Kip’s hands. Kip had not realized she had 
taken the implement from Doyle’s bag, and she was horrified at her 
own temerity. But Doyle seemed to take its presence in Kip’s grasp 
for granted. 

Rudy recoiled like a rattlesnake that’s just been stepped on. 
“Don’t you fucking dare to cane me!” she howled in a murderous 
tone of voice. “I’m just a little boy, do you hear me? Just a little boy, 
and you don’t cane little children! That’s punishment, and I don’t 
play punishment games. Especially not in public! What the hell is 
the matter with you?” 

Kip wondered, Did I just hear something break? Then realized it was 
the sound of the last straw, hitting the camel’s back. Doyle brushed 
by her to slip the cane back among its fellows. She murmured, “It 
would be a great favor to me if you could endeavor to forget what 
you have seen and heard here tonight. My apologies.” Then she 

took Rudy by the upper arm, hoisted her to her feet, and said, 
“Cover yourself. I am taking you home.” 
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Rudy guffawed and broke away from Doyle. She scampered up 
the stairs, oblivious to the disapproving looks thrown her way by 
scandalized spectators. The small crowd dispersed quickly, disap- 
pointed by the fight that had not materialized. Kip realized she was 
the only one present who seemed to be upset about what had just 
happened. “Are you really leaving?” she dared to ask. 

“T really think we’d better,” Doyle replied. “It’s a mistake for me 
to Play when I’ve lost my temper.” She looked at the heavy bag of 
equipment, packed and dragged here for nothing. A crease appeared 
between her eyebrows. 

Cursing herself for a monster co-dependent, Kip said, “Here, let 
me get that for you.” Doyle demurred, but couldn’t stop her because 
she was so close to the bag. Kip knelt, gently tucked the unused 
weaponry back into its container, and sealed the zipper. From her 
place on the floor, she could see that Doyle’s boots were looking dry 
and dusty. The sight made her fists clench with fury. Her own boots 
cost less than a hundred dollars, and she took meticulous care of 
them. Doyle’s boots looked custom-made. They must have been 
four or five hundred dollars. And nobody was loving them, or even 
maintaining them. 

But Doyle had turned her back, and was waiting for Kip so she 
could climb the stairs. It felt like a funeral procession. They passed 
Rudy, who was talking loudly to a group of women who did not 
seem very pleased to have her speed-rapping company. “I’m telling 
you, this project is going to take off. Nobody’s ever heard of any- 
thing like it. It'll make a million dollars! I'll be a celebrity. I’ve got 
serious backing, Hollywood boys with megabucks, and they’ve 
given me complete control.” Doyle ignored her. 

Kip ducked into the foyer and used the telephone to call Yellow 
Cab. She also fetched Doyle’s leather trench coat. Then she stood 
outside by Doyle, waiting for it. Just as the driver pulled up and 
honked, Rudy came running out, went between them, bumped them 
apart, and dove into the cab. Doyle turned to take her bag. “Thank 
you for your timely assistance,” she said, and gave Kip another one 
of her barely-a-smiles. 

“You're welcome,” Kip said. She was surprised by how angry it 
made her to be pushed away from Doyle. It had been a nice five 
munutes, standing in the cool evening air with their shoulders almost 
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_ touching. “But tell me something, Doyle. Do you really have to be 
an asshole to get any attention in this community?” 


Doyle flinched as if she had been asked to clean out a refrigerator. 
“I would certainly hope not,” she said courteously. But she paused 
after tossing her duffel bag into the cab, and turned to give Kip a 
long and thoughtful look. Kip missed it because she had gone back 
inside by then. She collected her own jacket and called her sponsor, 
who told her to wait there; she would come and take Kip out for 
breakfast and then home. 

Several weeks later, Kip saw Rudy at Hello Kitty, a dyke bar in 
the red-light district downtown. Kip had gone there because the bar 
was hosting a benefit strip show for the Women’s Cancer Education 
Project. It was nice to be raising money for a new disease for a 
change. Rudy was so drunk she could hardly stagger up to the stage. 
She leaned against the runway, weeping and stuffing tips in the 
dancer’s garters. The third time she almost knocked a stripper off 
her high-heeled shoes, the girls started dancing on the other side of 
the runway. Rudy just stood there bawling like a hungry baby calf, 
waving money in the air that nobody would come and take off of 
her. It was such a dreadful spectacle, Kip knew she shouldn’t gloat. 
At least Rudy hadn’t thrown up on anybody like some other people we 
could mention. Oh, dear. Maybe it was time to sign up for that 
fourth-step workshop at the Dry Dock. Time for another Calistoga, 
anyway. Did I ever really have fun tn these places? 

She scanned the crowd, but she didn’t see Doyle anywhere. That 
was interesting. Rudy and Doyle weren’t living together, and Doyle 
wasn’t known for her pub crawling or lesbian merge. But if Rudy 
was that broken up, maybe the two of them had broken up. A girl 
can dream, can’t she? 

The very next night, she ran into Doyle at Friends of Dorothy, 
a queer bookstore that always had Drummer in stock. The ACT UP 
survivors behind the cash register didn’t curl their lips at girls who 
bought Mach or Bear magazine. How could they? They were too 
busy reading On Our Backs. Kip was flipping through a copy of 
Powerplay and wondering if they would run her ad when she felt a 

familiar presence just behind her. 

“Anything here for acute insomnia?” Doyle asked. Her voice was 
just strained enough to make Kip believe it was not a joke. She 
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reached for a copy of Daddy and handed it over. Doyle made a little 
face that would have been a moue if she’d had more hair. Kip had 
a brief flash of what that angular Celtic face might look like if Doyle 
was getting fucked blind, deaf, and stupid, and the vision made her 
look down as if she had a guilty secret. “I can’t account for this 
daddy craze,” Doyle complained. “I suppose I should be a bit more 
stringent in preventing anyone from employing that honorific with 
me. Because I simply don’t comprehend it, I really don’t.” 

“Well, I don’t wish to be disrespectful,” Kip replied, hoping she 
did not sound as if she were mimicking Doyle, “but you sure seem 
like good daddy material to me.” 

“How so?” Doyle had put Daddy back on the rack and was 
looking at the centerfold in Bear, running her thumbnail up and 
down the furry butt-crack of the model, Eric the Red, who had 
spread himself wide enough to accommodate Odin’s spear as well 
as Thor’s great hammer. 

“You aren’t exactly the mommy type,” Kip said sarcastically. 
“You don’t go waving your dick around like a riot cop with a red-hot 
baton, but I’ve seen you packing. You don’t line people up and 
knock them down like bowling pins either. From the outside any- 
way, it looks like you want a relationship with a bottom. And if 
youre going to have a relationship with a bottom, why not have one 
with somebody who wants to show you how good they can be? 
Instead of being a royal pain in the rear? Not every bottom in town 
is a rebel or a do-me queen, Doyle. I get so fucking sick of these girls 
who think being a bottom means being a selfish, egotistical, whining, 
snot-nosed, rude, difficult, lying, lazy little sod. And God knows you 
deserve to have a boy at home who would look after you a little, 
Doyle. Your boots look like shit.” 

Kip realized to her horror that this speech had gotten quite 
passionate, and as she talked, she had gotten closer and closer to 
Doyle, until she was literally in her face. The boys who had been 
trying to share the magazine rack with them had moved over to the 
other half of it, and were trying to find some consolation in Deneuve 
and Girhock. Had she really told Doyle — Doyle — that her boots 
looked like shit? 

But the object of Kip’s lecture was simply examining her own 
heels and toes. “Yes, I suppose they do look rather ratty,” she 
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mused. “But what possible purpose could a top have in connection 
with such a paragon, Kip? You don’t seem to think much of the 
disciplinary or pedagogical aspects of sadism.” 

Kip shook her head. Where else was she ever going to meet 
somebody who could use the word “pedagogical” in a complete 
sentence? “That’s not true,” she said slowly. “There’s still a role for 
discipline between a daddy and a boy. And training. Every daddy 
wants something a little different. Or a lot different. I don’t know! 
But it’s alot more fun to teach somebody who wants to learn, Doyle. 
What’s the point in punishing somebody who likes to be bad? All 
you do is reinforce their rude behavior. I think that must get awfully 
boring. And lonely.” 

“Hmm. Well, they say the proof is in the pudding. I’m dining by 
myself this Saturday next. Why don’t you pop ’round?” She wiggled 
her eyebrows hopefully. 

“I don’t know,” Kip said. “I don’t really see myself as the dessert 
course, Doyle. I’m a big boy. More of an entrée.” What are you domg? 
her libido shrieked. Trying to talk yourself out of the date of a lifetime? You 
ninny! 

Doyle glanced at the substantial biceps that protruded from the 
arms of Kip’s tight, white t-shirt. “Mmm,” she said. “Well, ’m sure 
we can fit you on the menu somewhere.” She produced an engraved, 
white business card with pristine corners. “My address. Seven-thirty 
will be fine.” 

Does this mean I get to call you Daddy? Kip wanted to say. But Doyle 
had gone, her insomnia apparently cured without the benefit of 
printed matter. Kip grimly put all the fag rags back on the shelf and 
decided to go home too. It would take more than a picture of this 
year’s Drummer Boy getting his frenum pierced to make her sleep 
tonight. 

Kip could not remember a single thing that happened to her at 
work that week. She was so exhausted by anxiety that she overslept 

on Saturday and woke up in a sweat. She spent the rest of the day 
frantically oiling and polishing every piece of leather she owned. 
When she found herself cleaning off a pair of loafers she hadn’t worn 
since the last time her parents flew into town for a weekend, she 
threw them back into the closet and put herself in a bathtub full of 
the hottest possible water. It was the week before payday, so she 
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didn’t have much money for food, let alone cabs. She gobbled a 
peanut butter sandwich before catching the bus to Doyle’s neighbor- 
hood. The bus was late, of course, but she ran all the way uphill to 
Doyle’s address, so it was two minutes to seven-thirty when she 
stood on the doorstep, breathlessly reciting the Novice’s Creed. Say 
JSreeze and fuck you, always carry a haircut, keep your boots bloody for six weeks, 
don't carry away the rug! 

Nobody answered the doorbell. Oh, God. What should she do 
now? Turn and walk away? No, the very thought made her suicidal! 
Kip raised her fist to hammer on the door. It opened suddenly, and 
she fell forward. Doyle caught her and drew her inside. Kip almost 
fainted. Their bodies were pressed together in a full embrace. She 
wasn’t used to having that much physical contact with the women 
she played with. Doyle was wearing a leather uniform shirt neatly 
tucked into leather fatigues. Kip had worn a tank top with her 501s, 
and the buttery-soft leather of the shirt made her exposed skin purr. 
She could swear by Doyle’s grin that the minx could feel her nipples 
getting hard. 

Doyle’s face moved closer, and Kip turned her head wildly from 
side to side, in a heated state of panic. “What’s this?” Doyle said 
ironically, catching Kip’s chin in her gloved hand. “Resistance 
already?” Then she kissed her. 

Doyle’s mouth was small and neat, her teeth wolfishly sharp. Kip 
wriggled, but Doyle’s arms simply held her more tightly. She could 
not breathe. Doyle wasn’t wearing any perfume or aftershave, but 
the smell of her was clouding Kip’s brain. She couldn’t let that 
tongue into her mouth. It would smother her! 

Thank God, Doyle’s lips came away from hers, and Kip took a 
deep, sobbing breath. J hate you, she thought, then blushed when she 
remembered the last time she had heard that sentence spoken aloud. 

“T think T'll do that again. Just so you know I can,” Doyle said 
firmly, and once again took Kip’s mouth. This was a different kiss. 
Ravishing. Mouth-raping. Oh, Kip knew her underwear was just a 
mess. 

“Well?” Doyle said, breaking away again. “I thought you were 
going to show me how good you could be.” Then she once again 
bent her head, and Kip knew this was all it would ever take for 
Doyle to master her. No studded collar, no slap in the face could 
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ever be as effective as this. She was utterly defeated by her own 
response to Doyle’s lips, teeth, and agile tongue. And Doyle knew. 
There was no hiding it. So Kip shrugged her shoulders and let her 
own tongue explore Doyle’s mouth. It wasn’t much, really, just a 
shy response to all the thrilling attention she was getting. But it 
satisfied Doyle, apparently, because she let Kip go and preceded her 
into the house. 

They walked through a living room (one navy blue couch, three 
marmalade cats, a television and CD player in a pine cabinet, 
magazines lined up with the corners of a maple-and-glass coffee 
table). Beyond that was a dining room, and beyond that (apparently) 
the kitchen. But Doyle halted by a round mahogany table. “Dinner’s 
made already,” she said. “I thought I would let you serve it.” Kip 
looked around wildly. Doyle drummed her fingers on the tabletop. 
Kip took the hint and pulled out a chair. “Thank you,” Doyle said, 
and graciously accepted its support, carefully inserted beneath her 
hips. 

oe me,” Kip said, out of breath, and went into the kitchen. 
A hallway tantalized her, but she refused to yield to the temptation 
to explore. Doyle had not invited her into the rest of the house. She 
stowed her backpack in the pantry. 

A breakfront held china and crystal glasses. Surely the drawers 
beneath would ... Yes! Silverware, a tablecloth, napkins, even napkin 
rings. This is okay, Kip thought. I come from an entire generation of food 
service workers. I can do this. She took a tray and piled her treasures 
upon it. It did not even occur to her to take down a second 
cream-colored plate (decorated only with a thin band of gold) and 
glass or remove a second set of flatware from the blue-velvet-lined 
drawer. She went back into the dining room and set the table, forcing 
herself to move slowly, doing one thing at a time. When the job was 
done, Kip gave Doyle one furious glance, certain she was smiling at 
her, but Doyle was only studying her fingernails. 

Then it was back into the kitchen. Doyle had said dinner was 
already made. Where would it be? She found a large bowl of salad 
crisping in the refrigerator. Hmm. No, Doyle would eat her salad 
after the main course. She uncovered the pots on the stove. One 
contained a creamy soup. Kip filled the china tureen, found a ladle, 
sliced bread, and at the last minute remembered to add butter to her 
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tray. For a miracle, she got the tureen into the dining room and soup 
into Doyle’s bow] without spilling anything. She was feeling rather 
cocky as she turned to go back into the kitchen. 

But Doyle cleared her throat. Kip spun on her heel, and soup 
slopped onto the tray. Don’t panic, she told herself. Doyle can’t see it. 

“Just water would be fine,” said Doyle, and sketched a figure 
eight with her empty crystal goblet. “There’s a carafe in the 
refrigerator.” 

Cursing herself, Kip fled in search of the beverage, and only at 
the last minute remembered to serve it from the right. As she turned 
to leave, Doyle cleared her throat again. What now? 

“A bit more skin, if you please, upon your return,” Doyle said. 

Kip took a deep breath and did not let it out until she was safely 
between the kitchen sink and the stove. Okay ... a bit more skin. She 
had to think. She was not going to serve Doyle with her tits flopping 
in the sauce Bernaise. Kip bent to unlace her boots, yanked them off, 
and removed her 501s. Underneath them she was wearing a hunter 
green jockstrap. She had brought her harness and dick, but she 
wasn’t wearing them. That would be hubris. Would the tank top, 
jock, and her boots give satisfaction? 

She jacked the laces around their little cleats, grunting and 
sweating. It was one of the drawbacks of wearing combat boots. You 
couldn’t just kick them off. She folded her jeans and stashed them 
with her backpack. 

The well-appointed kitchen calmed her down. She forgot about 
her partial nudity. Any utensil or dish she needed was available, right 
where it should be. Kip filled casserole dishes with rice, chicken pieces 
in a cream sauce, and steamed carrots. This was a lot of food for one 
person. Apparently she wasn’t the only person who had spent all day 
preparing for this date. Her stomach growled, and she said out loud, 
“Be quiet, for God’s sake.” The peanut butter sandwich wasn’t going 
to hold her for too much longer. She looked longingly at the delicious- 
smelling sauce, but didn’t so much as put the tip of her finger in it. 
She had not been given permission to eat yet. 

Kip removed Doyle’s soup bowl from the left, simultaneously 
pouring her more water. Ice splashed into the glass, but no water got 
on Doyle or her plate. Good, good. Helping Doyle to the main and 
side dishes, she felt a warm, slender hand on the inside of her thigh. 
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Doyle was sampling her skin. Kip held perfectly still, balancing the 
heavy tray. The hand went around her body, briefly touching the 
back of her legs, then smoothing out the bare skin of her ass, exposed 
by the wide elastic straps of the jockstrap. 

“Delightful,” Doyle murmured. “I’d like you to remain in case I 
need anything else. Please stand by that chair over there.” Kip took 
the assigned post, wishing the room was just a little warmer. ‘There 
was a small stand to receive the tray. Doyle ate at a leisurely pace, 
not wasting any motion or touching her food with anything except 
utensils. Lulled by the sight of her chewing, Kip jumped when Doyle 
said, “Please recite something.” 

“What? I’m sorry — I mean, I beg your pardon.” 

Doyle gave her a quizzical look, as if she had suddenly stopped 
understanding English. “I like to hear a little poetry while I dine,” 
she explained, speaking a little more slowly than usual, to aid Kip’s 
comprehension. “Anything will do. Anything you remember, per- 
haps one of your favorites from school?” 

Kip was horrified. This was not one of the many skills, talents, 
and abilities she anticipated having a top demand of her. 

“Would a little water help to loosen your voice?” Doyle asked 
politely. There was a slight edge to her voice, like the burr on a dull 
knife. 

“Thank you, no,” Kip said, and suddenly found herself declaim- 
ing, 

Others, I am not the first, 

Have willed more mischief than they durst: 
If in the breathless night I too 

Shiver now, ’tis nothing new. 


“Housman,” Doyle murmured with deep satisfaction. “Charm- 
ing. Please continue.” 

No one was more surprised than Kip when she remembered the 
whole thing. But Doyle was still cutting up her meat, dabbing it 
delicately with sauce, and consuming it with tiny spoonfuls of rice. 
Something longer was required. Kip resolutely launched into 


Complacencies of the peignoir, and late 
Coffee and oranges in a sunny chair. 
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“Sunday Morning,” Doyle said admiringly. “I thought Wallace 
Stevens had fallen out of favor in literature courses these days.” 

Kip’s hands were sweating. Not just her palms, her entire hands. 
But she thought she did not do too badly, especially with her favorite 
verse, which began, 


She says, “But in contentment I still feel 

The need of some imperishable bliss.” 

Death is the mother of beauty; hence from her, 
Alone, shall come fulfillment to our dreams 
And our desires. 


Doyle did not say anything when she was through, so she was 
racking her brain to see how much she could remember of Robert 
Graves’s “To Juan at the Winter Solstice.” She could only remember 


Water to water, ark again to ark, 

From woman back to woman: 

So each new victim treads unfalteringly 
The never altered circuit of his fate, 
Bringing twelve peers as witness 

Both to his starry rise and starry fall. 


But what came in between that and 


Fear in your heart cries to the loving-cup: 
Sorrow to sorrow as the sparks fly upward. 

The log groans and confesses 

There is one story and one story only. 

Dwell on her graciousness, dwell on her smiling, 
Do not forget what flowers 

The great boar trampled down in ivy time. 

Her brow was creamy as the long ninth wave, 
Her sea-blue eyes were wild. 

But nothing promised that is not performed.”? 


“Very nicely done,” Doyle said a little too loudly, and Kip 
suspected she had done it just to make her jump and flex her butt 
cheeks. “Come here,” Doyle said, and indicated the floor. Kip gave 
it a dubious look, then decided, What the hell. What difference can 
it possibly make? You’ve already fallen into her arms and served her 
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dinner with your gluteus maximus glowing like a lighthouse. She has 
probably already guessed you’re half in love with her and ready to 
do anything she wants. 

Doyle was shredding a piece of chicken. The sight of food 
making contact with those immaculate fingers made Kip gape. Then 
Doyle was pushing warm strips of gooey food into her mouth. “We 
can’t have the help passing out from hunger.” Kip closed her lips 
quickly enough to taste a little bit of Doyle’s fingers along with the 
chicken. “No nipping,” Doyle said, smiling with half of her mouth. 
And fed her another mouthful. Doyle even made her drink from her 
own glass. Kip was mad with longing. No matter what else happens 
tonight, she thought, this is good. This part is very good. 

Doyle erupted from her chair, took Kip by her forearm, and 
hauled her through the kitchen so fast, she didn’t have time to make 
sure the stove was turned off and the cupboards were shut. Ina trice, 
she was bootless, jockless, tank-top-less, and neatly strapped to a 
hard bed. “We’ll have coffee and dessert later,” Doyle explained, 
and brought a strap down upon her butt. 

Because the first blow was hard and quick, Kip tried to steel 
herself for a whirlwind whipping, the kind that made you feel like 
you were a cord of wood being chopped up for winter. But Doyle 
did not continue at that level. In fact, she immediately switched to 
something soft and heavy that coaxed Kip’s ass up off the bed in an 
attempt to bring it back. Doyle applied each stroke with so much 
care, Kip felt like a three-layer cake getting a professional icing. ‘Then 
Doyle gave her a few alternating blows with a small plastic flail, and 
that was like the roses coming out of the pastry tube in neat red 
petals of pain. Then, like most metaphors, it collapsed under its own 
weight and the weight of a blackjack, used in moderation as a 
surprisingly satisfying paddle. 

“Why aren’t you fighting me, boy?” Doyle asked. 

The question surprised Kip so much she barely felt the next three 
blows. “Because I want it,” she explained, as if to an idiot. 

“I see,” Doyle replied, but did she? 

Kip tried again, although Doyle was using a braided quirt, and 
she could only get enough breath to speak in between lashes. “My 


__ Job is to accept the pain, umph, presumably because you like giving 


it to me. Uh. I get pissed off sometimes, but it’s my job to deal with 


for Daddy 


234 


that. Oof. I asked you to do this. Yow. So it’s up to me to — hey! 
Meet me halfway on this, okay?” 

“You can stop talking now,” Doyle said, and lavished a rabbit-fur 
mitt across her inflamed hindquarters and shoulders. “I think I get 
your drift. We tops get smarter when you play with us, you know. 
I like the difference. I feel as if I could be much meaner to you, but 
somehow I’m not being mean at all. Interesting, isn’t it?” 

Kip threw up her hands as far as the bondage allowed and 
choked out an agreement. 

Every inch, every inch, Doyle seemed to want to touch every 
inch of her with every whip she owned. And she was not stingy with 
her hands, either. Kip was caressed, smacked, punched, scratched, 
slapped, and fondled. She lost track of how many times Doyle 
had turned her over, or how many different toys had come off the 
wall and connected with her flesh. She was close to tears from the 
dizzy pleasure of it, so much of what she wanted, from someone she 
didn’t have to watch with the eyes in the back of her head, and in a 
warm and private place, no slivers or sticky patches of old lube to 
ignore, no need to resolutely ignore the ex-lover lurking in the 
corner, licking her lips, or the suburbanites agog with the discovery 
that very few real dykes looked like Vanessa Williams or Nina 
Hartley. 

Then the whipping stopped, and Doyle was kneeling behind her 
on the bed. She felt bare skin against her own thighs, and sneaked a 
look over her shoulder. Doyle was wearing nothing but an under- 
shirt and a condom. Her breasts beneath the thin white cotton 
looked bigger than they had seemed beneath her formal evening 
wear and uniform shirts. The hands that had bruised Kip’s butt were 
playing now with something harder to give up. Because it did not 
hurt. Because it was intimate. And wet, and Kip realized that she 
hated needing this, was terrified to move against Doyle’s tool even 
though there was very little chance that it would be withdrawn. 

“You have been a good boy,” Doyle admitted. “I’m very, very 
pleased with you. Are you ready for your reward?” And that made 
it even worse. Kip was not used to praise, much less sex, after a scene. 
This was when you were supposed to get up, dust yourself off, find 
your clothing, make a joke, and disappear. She wanted to sink into 
the flannel comforter on the bed and vanish beneath the mattress. 
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Still, it took the presence of a fingertip within her anus to make 
her speak. “Please, sir, not that,” she said, and meant it. 

The greasy worm of pleasure and discomfort vanished instantly. 
“Why?” Doyle whispered. 

“I don’t know, sir, I just ... it’s, I can’t.” 

“Then shall we do this instead?” The piece was just substantial 
enough to make Kip want to encounter it again, nudging her cervix. 
“Better say yes or no, boy,” Doyle prompted. 

“Yes, sir!” Kip said fervently, rocking. “Oh, more, sir, please.” 

“Sir,” Doyle repeated. “Not Daddy? Not even now?” 

Kip was going to come already. She wanted to say the forbidden 
word. Giving in to the desire to say it out loud would make her 
orgasm more intense. But she could not. She wound up screaming 
silently, jamming her face into the pillow as if she were actually 
making a noise that had to be hidden. The wave of pleasure did not 
crest as high, but Doyle had taken her further than anyone had for 
years, and was still lodged firmly in place, apparently prepared to 
continue the ride. 

“Well, if you won't say it, I will,” Doyle said firmly. “Your daddy 
is going to fuck you now, Kip. Hold on to the ropes. I’m going to 
fuck you really hard.” 

“Noooooo,” Kip wailed, but Doyle had the good sense to ignore 
her. “This is what good boys get,” Doyle said, and showed Kip what 
she meant. Kip thought she probably could have beaten Doyle in a 
wrestling match, but this was not a fair fight, and the other woman 
made her come again and again, even succeeded in getting the silent 
scream to turn into an audible groan or two. 

The bed was a mess, and both of them were sweating freely. 
Doyle unbuckled Kip’s restraints, then collapsed on her back and 
unsnapped her harness. Kip rolled onto her side, feeling her internal 
organs settling back into place. Her knees were wobbly, but she 
forced herself up anyway and skedaddled for the pantry. She put 
her 501s on so fast, they might have been backwards for all she 
knew. No time to do up the boots, so she just took them under her 
left arm. Thank God she hadn’t unpacked her knapsack. She 
hauled one of the straps onto her shoulder and sprinted for the front 
door. The buses had to be running still, they must be, it couldn’t 
be that late. 
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But Doyle was blocking her exit. God damn it. Did tops think they 
owned every door in the world? “Where do you think you're 
going?” she asked. She must have been really angry. Kip had never 
heard her speak so rapidly and loudly. 

“Home. I’m going home.” Her own voice sounded thick and 
confused. Kip loathed herself for being so hoarse and disorganized. 

Doyle held out her hand. Kip looked at it, confused, and realized 
she could not quite see the hand or anything around it. Her vision 
was blurred by tears. “Dummy,” Doyle said fondly, mushing a 
handkerchief into her face. “I can’t let crying women flee my house 
at all hours of the morning. What will the neighbors think, you 
stupid boy?” 

“Screw the neighbors!” Kip said, blubbering into the hanky. 

“No, thank you. I was having a much better time with you,” 
Doyle replied. “Come on, now, boychick, don’t be so distressed.” 
She had somehow managed to get her arms around Kip and was 
turning her back toward the bedroom. “It’s cold out here, no wonder 
you’re so unhappy. And probably hungry too. I shouldn’t wonder 
at all if you were ravenous. Come on, come with me, it’s okay, I’m 
not mad at you.” 

Kip made a fist and halfheartedly slammed it into Doyle’s chest. 
“Yes, I know you’re mad at me,” Doyle soothed. “That wasn’t very 
nice, what I pulled on you back there, was it? But you have to expect 
that, yes you do, because I am a sadist, you see, and we like to hurt 
people. But I will pay for it now, yes I will, my little man, just let me 
make sure you are okay, and if you still want to go home I will give 
you a ride.” 

Kip found herself back on the bed. Doyle didn’t try to take off 
her clothes, but she did pry the boots from Kip’s frozen fingers and 
sit close to her, with her arm over her shoulders. They sat that way 
in silence for a few long minutes. Then Doyle said simply, “Please 
stay.” 

That brought on a bout of more crying. God, Kip hated breaking 
down in front of other people. It was hideous. But Doyle took it in 
stride, patting her gently, not saying anything stupid, just handing 
her a hanky from time to time. They all seemed to be freshly washed 
and pressed. Was she pulling them out of thin air, like a magician’s 
silk scarves, gold coins, bouquets, and bunny rabbits? 
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“I have to go home,” Kip finally made herself wail. 

“Why?” Doyle said, gripping her shoulders a little more firmly. 

“Because you asked me to dinner, and that’s all, and I had a very 
nice fime, but you never said anything about spending the night so I 
don’t have any clean underwear and besides I'm not sure I want to 
sleep with you, that’s very different from having sex with you, and 
anyway—” 

“But you haven’t had sex with me,” Doyle said. 

“Huh?” Kip said, giving her a bleary look. She had about six 
soggy handkerchiefs wadded up in both of her fists. Doyle took 
them away and tossed them into a corner of the room. They landed 
on her boots, which Kip thought looked as if they were going to 
crack in half if somebody didn’t oil them immediately. But this was 
probably not a good time to take the edge dressing and sooty silk 
stocking out of her bag. 

“T was about to ask you if you thought you had been good 
enough to fuck me,” Doyle said patiently. 

“Well, I think so,” Kip bristled. “How many other boys do you 


know who can recite that much fucking poetry at the drop of a hat?” 


“I agree,” Doyle said gravely. “Well, good, then, that’s all set- 
tled.” She dragged Kip’s backpack over to her feet. “I believe you 
might need this.” Then she flipped the covers on the bed back, took 
off all her clothes, and lay down. 

Kip found that her tears and hiccups had disappeared. Her face 
was dry, as if by magic, although it probably still looked a little 
swollen. Doyle was waiting with one eyebrow and one knee cocked. 
It would be really rude to walk out now. So she stood up, took off 
her jeans, and dug the necessary out of her pack. 

Kip planted her hands on either side of Doyle’s head and settled 
her hips between Doyle’s legs. She looked really different from this 
perspective, kind of feline and fragile, awfully much like a girl. Her 
lips were thin but so dark red they looked extremely sensual. Would 
it be all right, she wondered, if she bit Doyle’s neck? 

“You'd better call me Daddy now,” Doyle said, putting arms and 
legs around Kip and taking her full weight. 


for Daddy 


About the contributors 


Derek Adams is a regular contributor to Advocate Men, Torso Honcho, First 
Hand, and other men’s magazines. His latest novel, The Adventures of 
Miles Diamond, will be published this autumn, and Heat in the Night, a 
collection of erotic short stories, is also scheduled for release later this 
year. 


Kelvin Beliele has published short fiction and poetry in several national 
publications. His short story “The Failing Light” was nominated for a 
Pushcart Prize. He lives in Albuquerque, New Mexico, and Denver, 
Colorado, with his lover Dennis Weber. Stephanie, a manifestation of 
one of Beliele’s spirit guides, insisted upon having her own story. 


Pat Califia is a troublemaker. By the time this book comes out, she will 
be forty. Her hobbies include quilting and temporary piercing. As a 
Mormon in recovery, the New Christian Right makes her feel right at 
home. Like every other author in America, she dreams of someday 
publishing a book of her poetry. 


Sylvia Ashley Chaste graduated cum loud from a prestigious women’s 
college in the northeastern U.S. She recently married her lover of four 
years and purchased a house in “Lesbianville, U.S.A.” While not 
working at her job as a psychotherapist, Sylvia tries to bring a taste of 
leather to this chaste lesbian community. 


Laura Federico is thirty-two and a resident of the San Francisco Bay 
Area. Her work has also appeared in On Our Backs and Bad Attitude. She 
is currently working on a novel. This story is dedicated to her two 
butches. They know who they are. 


Ben Harris is a native Texan, transplanted to the San Francisco Bay 
Area. His erotic fiction has appeared in Advocate Men, Mandate, and Torso. 


Margot Lynn’s work has appeared in Venus Infers. She firmly believes 
that gender was made to be bent, and that rules (as well as canes) were 
made to be broken. She writes as herself, but has been seen in San 


Doing It 


239 


Francisco in personae ranging from the top schoolteacher from hell to 
a gay leatherman. 


Umberto N. Oso is a reclusive, furry bear with a quirky sense of humor 
and a rich fantasy life who lives somewhere east of the Mississippi and 
estavates on the West Coast. Oso loves commas (not comas), and is 
presently working on a collection of short stories. Thanks to the many 


a people who helped refine the action in this story. 


Pam A. Parker’s work has appeared in Paris Review, Kenyon Review, 
Semiotext(e) USA, Penthouse Forum, The Persistent Desire (Alyson Publica- 


. tions, 1991) and Conditions magazine, where she served as an editor from 
1986 to 1989. 


~ John Preston (born in 1945) was the author or editor of more than forty 
_ books, including My Life as a Pornographer and Other Indecent Acts, a 


collection of his essays on erotica and sex. He died at his home in 
Portland, Maine, on April 28, 1994. 


Carol A. Queen is a San Francisco writer, sex educator, and activist 
specializing in articulating and advocating for stigmatized and underex- 
plored sexualities, particularly the sex work, leather, and bi/queer 


; ; communities. She’s working on the further adventures of Jack Prosper 
__and Randy/Miranda, plus collections of essays and short stories. 


a Jack Ricardo is the author of Leathermen Speak Out, Volumes 1 and 2, 
Death with Dignity, and The Night G.A.A. Died. He is currently at work on 


his epic western novel, Sam’s Hill. 


“| Wendell Ricketts was born on Wake Island, an atoll in the middle of 
___ the Pacific Ocean, and raised in various small towns on O’ahu, Hawai'i, 
_ where he lived until moving to San Francisco in 1981. Over the last 


twelve years, his day jobs have included: busboy, hotel desk clerk, 
cocktail waiter, laboratory assistant, proofreader, health educator in a 
family planning clinic, baby-sitter, paralegal, housepainter, office drone, 


_ and English tutor in a Roman Catholic boys’ school. His hobbies 


include paleontology and photography, and he writes frequently about 
lesbian and gay family and legal issues, the performing arts, and AIDS 


_ Politics and media. He is currently at work on a book of short stories 
_ that he hopes will offend at least a few members of Congress. 


Jay Shaffer is a pen name of magazine editor and columnist John 
_ Dibelka, whose short story “Shooters” appears in John Preston’s anthol- 


for Daddy 


240 


ogy Flesh and the Word 2 (Dutton/Plume). Two collections of Jay Shaffer 
short stories, Wet Dreams and Full Service, are scheduled for publication 
by BadBoy Books in 1994. 


Besides being Seattle Men in Leather’s 1992 Seattle Leather Daddy, 
Aubrey Hart Sparks is a Seattle writer whose work has appeared in the 
flora and fauna of Seattle gay press, the Seattle Arts Commission Newsletter, 
The Northwest Gay & Lesbian Reader, First Hand, Advocate Men, Manscape, In 
Touch, Quarter Link, the James White Review, Changing Men Journal, Drum- 
mer, Fag Rag, and RFD. He recently finished a murder mystery called 
The Hand of Death. 


Wickie Stamps is a writer who has contributed to numerous gay and 
lesbian presses, including the Advocate, Gay Community News, On Our Backs, 
OutWeek, and Bad Atttude. Other published works appear in Dykescapes: 
Short Fiction by Lesbians (Alyson), Leatherfolk (Alyson), and For Shelter and 
Beyond (MCBWSG). Stamps is also a columnist for Drummer. 


Robin Sweeney is a San Francisco writer who, when she isn’t wrestling 
with the delights of living with CFIDS (chronic fatigue immune disorder 
syndrome), works hard to foment social revolution and get girls laid. A 
butch with cleavage, she strives to fuck with gender while convincing 
people that butches are people who can read, too. She is the business 
manager of Venus Infers, a quarterly for and by S/M women, and is 
editing a sequel to Coming to Power with Pat Califia. 


James Williams has published fiction and nonfiction in Advocate Men, 
Spectator, and Sandmutopia Guardian. He is the subject of profiles in 
Different Loving, by Gloria Brame, William Brame, and Jon Jacobs 
(Villard, 1993), and An Oral History of Sex, by Harry Maurer (Viking, 
1994). His story “Trust” is part of a 1994 anthology published by 
Circlet Press. He lives in San Francisco, where he is preparing a 
collection of writings under a pseudonym. 


Doing It 


LESBIAN LITERATURE/GAY LITERATURE/SEX . \ 


“Books like this one make the rest of gay literature safege i : 
because they push the edges and enlarge the territo 


of what can be said, thought about, and done.” gig, 
—Pat Califia, from the introduction to Doing Jt for Daddy te 
3} 
Terckh Adams Eighteen erotic writers explore the 
taboo territory of daddy fantasies. 
Kelvin Beliele Among them, they’ve got a daddy for 
Pat Califia everyone — gay male leather daddies, 
: dyke daddies, submissive daddies, a 
Sylvia Ashley Chaste ther figure with a religious vocation, ® 
Laura Federico and a dozen other variations. #@ 
: ‘ <_< 
Ben Harris Pat Califia is a troublemaker. Her hobbies ae 
include quilting and temporary piercing. 
Margot Lynn As a Mormon in recovery, the New Chris- ‘@| 
Umberto N. Oso tian Right makes her feel right at home. . 
; Her other books include Macho Sluts, @j\ 
Pam Parker The Advocate Adviser, Melting Point, and @% 
Doc and Fhiff. She lives in San Francisco. 
Jobn Preston * 
* 
Carol A. Queen * 
Jack Ricardo «= 
2 Sd 
Wendell Ricketts * 
Jay Shaffer - 
© 
Aubrey Hart Sparks ° 
Wickie Stamps = 
Robin Sweeney ed 
ae ' 
James Williams ; a, 
ae 


ISBN 1-55583-227-X 


50995 (> 
ALYSON 
PUBLICATIONS 
9"781555"832278 $9.95 


Front cover photograph by Michael Schneps 


